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THE BOBBSEY TWINS 
IN WASHINGTON 



CHAPTER I 



UNDER THE HAY 



"This is *most as much fun as we had on 
Blueberry Island, or when we went to Florida 
on the deep, blue sea, isn't it, Bert?*' asked 
Nan Bobbsey, as she sat on the porch and 
fanned herself with her hat. She and her 
brother had been running around the house, 
playing a new game, and Nan was warm. 

"Yes, it's fun all right," agreed Bert. "But 
I liked the deep, blue sea better— or even Blue- 
berry Island," and off came his hat to cool 
his flushed face, for, though it was late in 
September, the day was warm. 

"But we couldn't stay on the island, always," 
went on Nan. "We have to go to school, 
daddy says!'* 

X 
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"Don't speak about it!" begged Bert. "I 
don't want to go to school for a long, long 
time, and not then!" 

"Have we got to go to school?" asked a 
little light-haired and blue-eyed girl, as she 
ran up the steps, to sink in a heap at the feet 
of her sister, Nan Bobbsey. "When do we 
go?" she went on. 

"Oh, not right away, kittle fat fairy!'" 
laughed Nan, giving Flossie the name her 
father sometimes called her. "School won't 
open for two weeks more." 

"Hurray!" cried Bert. "The longer it 
stays closed the better I like it But come on. 
Nan! Let's have some more fun. This isn't 
like Blueberry Island, sitting still on a porch !" 

"You haven't sat still more than three min- 
utes, Bert Bobbsey!" cried his sister. "I can 
hardly get my breath, you made me run so 
fast!" 

Just then a little boy, who had the same 
sort of blue eyes and golden hair that made 
Flossie such a pretty little girl, came tumbling 
up the steps with a clatter and a bang, falling 
down at Bert's feet The older boy caught 
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his small Srotfaer just in time, or there might 
have been a bumped nose. 

"Hi there, Freddie, what's the matter?" 
asked Bert, with a laugh. "Is our dog Snap 
chasing you, or have you been playing a trick 
on our cat Snoop ?" 

"I — I — I'm a — a fireman!" panted Freddie, 
for he, too, was out of breath from running. 
"Fm a fireman, and I — Fve got to get the en- 
gine. There's a big, big fire!" and his eyes 
opened wide and round. 

A big fire — ^really?" asked Nan quickly. 
Course not! He's only making believe!" 
replied Bert. 

"Well, I thought maybe he might have seen 
some boys start a bonfire somewhere," ex- 
plained Nan. "They sometimes do." 

"I know they do," admitted Bert. "And 
I hope they don't start one near dadd/s lum- 
beryard." 

"There was a fire down in the lumber once !" 
exclaimed Freddie. He was too young tc 
have seen it, but he had heard his father and 
mother talk about the time Mr. Bobbsey's 
lumberyard was nearly burned out Freddie 
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Bobbsey was very fond of a toy fire engine he 
had been given for Christmas, and his father 
often called Freddie a "little fireman," just 
as Flossie was named a "fairy." 

"Well, if it's only a make-believe fire we 
can sit here and cool off," went on Nan. 
"What were you doing, Flossie?" she asked 
her little sister. 

"Oh, I was having a race with our cat 
Snoop ; but I guess I beat, 'cause Snoop didn't 
get here to the porch before I did." 

"Yes, you won the race all right," laughed 
Bert. "But it's too hot for any more running 
games. I wish we were back on the island 
where we found that boy, Jack Nelson, and 
could play we were sailors and could splash 
in the water." 

"That would be fun!" sighed Nan, as she 
fanned herself harder than ever with her hat. 

The Bobbsey twins had, a few days before, 
returned to their home from a vacation spent 
on a strange island off the coast of Florida. 
1 ney had gone there with Cousin Jasper Dent 
to rescue a boy who had been left in a lonely 
cave, and very many strange adventures the 
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Bobbsey twins and their father and mother, 
to say nothing of Cousin Jasper, had had on 
that voyage. 

Now the simple games they tried to get up 
around the house, and the thought of having 
to go back to school soon, made them feel a 
bit lonesome for the deep, blue sea, over which 
they had made a voyage to rescue the boy, 
Jack Nelson, and also for Blueberry Island, 
where once they spent a vacation. 

"I know what we can do!" cried Nan, after 
a rest. 

"What?" asked Bert, always ready to join 
Nan in any fun she thought of. "What can 
we do?" 

"Go out to the bam and play that's a ship 
like the one we went on to Florida. It'll 
be cooler in the barn than it is here, any- 
how." 

"That's so," admitted Bert. "And oh! I 
know how we can have packs of fun !" 

"How?" This time it was Nan who 
eagerly asked. 

"Why we can swing on some of the ropes 
that are in the haymow. I guess the ropes are 
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there to tie things up on in the winter. But 
we can swing on 'em now, and make believe 
we're sailors, just as we did when we found 
that boy in the cave where we went with 
Cousin Jasper." 

"Oh, so we can!" cried Nan. "Come on!" 

"I'll be a fireman on the ship !" declared fat 
Freddie, as he got slowly to his feet from the 
floor where he had been sitting near Bert. I'll 
be a fireman and squirt water." 

"Not real — only make believe" cried Bert. 
"Water spoils hay, you know, Freddie. You 
can't splash any water on daddy's hay in the 
bam." 

"No, I'll only make believe," agreed the 
light-haired little boy. "Come on Flossie!" 
he called to his sister, who had slipped down 
off the porch to run after a big black cat that 
marched along with his tail in the air, "like a 
fishing pole," Bert said. "Come on, Flossie !" 
called Freddie. "We'll go out to the barn and 
play ship and sailors, and I'll be a fireman and 
you can be " 

"I'm going to be hungry, and have some- 
thing good to eat ! That's what I'll be," de- 
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clared Flossie quickly. 'Tm going to be awful 
hungry !" 

"Oh dear!" exclaimed Nan, but she was 
laughing. "That's always the way. Those 
two want to do something different." 

"Well, we can all make believe we're hun- 
gry," said Bert. "And maybe Dinah will give 
us some cookies to eat." 

"There she goes now. I'll ask her !" offered 
Nan, as she saw the Bobbse/s fat and good- 
natured colored cook cross the lawn with a 
small basket of clothes to hang up. "We'll 
have a little play-party out in the bam." 

"But I'ln going to be real hungry — ^not make 
believe!" said Freddie. "I want to eat real." 

"And so you can !" declared Nan. "I'll get 
enough for all of us." 

A little later the Bobbsey twins — ^the two 
pairs of them — were on the -way to the bam 
that stood a little way back of the house. Mr. 
Bobbsey did not live on a farm. He lived 
in a town, but his place was large enough to 
have a bam on it as well as a house. He kept 
a horse, and sometimes a cow, but just now 
there was no cow in the stable — only a horse. 
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And the horse was not there, either, just then, 
for it was being used to pull a wagon about 
the streets of Lakeport. Mr. Bobbsey had an 
automobile, but he also kept the horse, and 
this animal was sometimes used by the clerks 
from the lumber office. 

So out to the bam, which had in it-the win- 
ter supply of hay and oats for the horse, went 
the Bobbsey twins. Nan and Bert, being 
older, reached the place first, each one carry- 
ing some sugar and molasses cookies Dinah 
had given them. After Nan and Bert ran 
Flossie and Freddie, each one looking anx- 
iously at the packages of cookies. 

"Dcm't those cookies look good ?" cried Flos- 



sie. 



And I guess they'll eat just as good as they 
look," was Freddie's comment. 

Just then Nan's foot slipped on a small 
stone, and she came very near falling down. 

"Oh!" cried Flossie and Freddie together. 

"Don't drop your cookies, Nan!" came 
quickly from Bert 

"Oh, if you dropped 'cm they'd get all dirty," 
said Flossie. 
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'They wouldn't get very dirty," answered 
Freddie hopefully. "Anyway, we could brush 
'em off. They'd be good enough to eat, 
wouldn't they?" and he looked at Bert. 

"I guess they wouldn't get very dirty," an- 
swered Bert. "Anyway, Nan didn't drop them. 
But you'd better be careful, Nan," he went 
on. 

' "Don't be so scared, Bert Bobbsey," an- 
swered his sister. "I won't drop them." 

In a minute more the Bobbsey twins were 
at the barn where the sugar and molasses 
cookies Dinah had given them were put in a 
safe place. 

"There are the ropes!" exclaimed Bert, as 
he pointed to some dangling from a beam 
near the haymow. 

"They're too high to climb!" Nan said, for 
some of the ropes were fast to the rafters of 
the bam. 

"Oh, we won't climb 'em !" Bert quickly re- 
turned, for he knew his mother would never 
allow this. "We'll just swing on 'em, low 
down near this pile of hay, so if we fall we 
can't hurt ourselves." 
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"I want to swing on a rope, too !" exclaimed 
Freddie, as he heard what his older brother 
and sister were talking of. "I like to be a 
sailor and swing on a rope." 

"Not now, Freddie," answered Bert. "The 
ropes are too high for you and Flossie. You 
just play around on the bam floor, and you 
can watch Nan and me swing. Then we'll 
play steamboat, maybe." 

"I want to be the steam, and go puff-puff !" 
cried Freddie. 

"And I want to be the captain and say 'All 
aboard !' " was Flossie's wish. 

"You can take turns," agreed Bert. "Now 
don'U get in our way, Flossie and Freddie. 
Nan and I want to see how big a swing we 
can take by holding to the ropes." 

"All right. FU go and see if lean find any 
eggs," replied Freddie. "Hens lay eggs in 
the bam." 

"Well, if you find a nest don't step in it 
and break all the eggs," warned Nan. 

She and Bert, as Flossie and Freddie went 
marching around the big barn, climbed up on 
the pile of hay, and began swinging on the 
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ropes. To and fro swung the older Bobb- 
sey twins. 

"Isn't this better than Blueberry Island?" 
asked Nan. 

"Well no, it isn't any better," said Bert; 
"but it's just as good. Look, I'm going to let 
go and drop on the hay." 

"Be careful and don't hurt yourself!" 
begged Nan, as she swung to and fro, her feet 
raised from the hay beneath her, while Bert, 
also, swayed slowly to and fro. 

"Oh, I'll be careful !" Bert promised. "Any- 
how, the hay is nice and soft to fall in. I'll 
make believe I'm a man in the circus, falling 
from the top of the tent." 

He swung a little farther to and fro, and 
then suddenly cried : 

"Here I go!" 

"Oh!" screamed Nan, but, really, nothing 
happened to harm Bert. He just dropped into 
the pile of soft hay. 

"Come on. Nan! You try it! Lots of 
fun!" laughed Bert as he scrambled up and 
made for his rope again. 

Nan said "no" at first, but when Bert had 
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swung once more and again dropped into the 
hay, she took her turn. Into the hay she 
plunged, and sank down to her shoulders in 
the soft, dried grass. 

"Come on — let's do it some more!" laughed 
Bert. Then he and his older sister had lots 
of fun swinging on the ropes and dropping 
into a pile of hay. 

"I wonder what Flossie and Freddie are 
doing," said Bert, after they had had about 
an hour of this fun. "I haven't seen them for 
a long while." 

"Maybe they found a hen's nest and took 
the eggs to the house," said Nan. "The/d 
do that." 

Yes, if they found one," agreed Bert. 
Well, we'll see where they are after I take 
another swing. And I'm going to take a big 



4( 



one." 
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^So will I!" decided Nan. "Oh, it's just 
as nice as Blueberry Island or on the deep, 
blue sea, isn't it, Bert?" 

"It is when we play this way — ^yes. But 
just watch me." 

"Here come Flossie and Freddie now !" ex- 
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claimed Nan, as she glanced at her older 
brother, who was taking a firm hold of the 
rope for his big swing. The two smaller 
twins, at this moment, came into the bam 
through the door that led to the cow stable. 

*' Where have you been?" asked Nan, as she 
watched Bert get ready for his swing. 
'Oh, we had fun," said Flossie. 

'And I squirted water, out where the horse 
drinks," added Freddie. 

*'I hope you didn't get wet!" exclaimed 
Nan. "If you did " 

"Well, I have on a dirty waist, so it won't 
hurt me any if I am wet," said Freddie calmly. 
I want to swing like that, Bert," he added. 
Give me a swing !" 

After I've had my turn I'll give you and 
Flossie each one," promised Nan. "Watch 
me, Bert !" she called. 

Off the mow swung Nan, clinging to the 
swaying rope with both hands. 

"Come on — let's both let go together and 
see who falls into the hay first!" proposed 
Bert. 

"All right!" agreed Nan. 






n 

u 



14 THE BOBBSEY TWINS IN WASHINGTON 

"One, two, three!" cried Bert. "Ready! 
Let go!" 

He and Nan let go of the ropes at the same 
time. Together they dropped down to the 
hay — and then something happened! The 
two older Bobbsey children jumped too near 
the edge of the mow, where the hay was piled 
in a big roll, like a great feather bed bolster, 
over the top rail* And Bert and Nan, in their 
drop, caused a big pile of hay — ^almost a 
wagonload — to slip from the mow and down 
to the bam floor. And directly underneath 
were Flossie and Freddie! 

Down on the two little twins fell Bert and 
Nan and the big pile of dried grass, and, in an 
instant, the two golden heads were buried out 
of sight on the bam floor in a large heap of 
hay. 



CHAPTER II 



DIGGING OUT 



"] 



"Oh, Bert Bobbsey ! look what you^ did," 
cried Nan. 

She picked herself up from the barn floor, 
to which she had slid after having come down 
with the pile of hay, with her brother, right 
where Flossie and Freddie had been playing 
a moment before. 

Look what you did!" she cried again. 
I didn't do it any more than you did!" 
exclaimed Bert. "But where is Flossie? And 
whereas Freddie?" He looked around, not 
seeing the smaller twins, and not having 
noticed exactly what had happened to them. 
Where are they, Nan?" 

Under the hay, and we've got to dig 'em 
out! I'll get the pitchfork. That's what Sam 
does when he gets the hay to feed the horse. 
I can dig out Flossie and Freddie !" cried Nan. 

IS 
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She started to run across the barn floor, 
but was stopped by a call from Bert. 

"Don't do that !" he said. 

"What?" she asked. 

"Don't get the pitchfork! It's sharp and 
might hurt Flossie and Freddie. I'll pull the 
hay off with my hands. You go and tell 
mother or Dinah! Somebody's got to help! 
There's 'most a whole load of hay on 'em I 
guess !" 

And indeed it was a large part of the pile 
of hay in the Bobbsey bam that had slid from 
the mow when Bert jumped on it. And this 
hay now covered from sight the "little fire- 
man" and the "little fat fairy," as Daddy 
Bobbsey called his two little twins. 

"Yes, I'll go for Dinah !" cried Nan. "She 
knows how to dig under the hay, I guess !" 

"And ni start digging now," added Bert, 
as he began tossing aside the wisps of dried 
grass that covered his small brother and sis- 
ter from sight. 

And while the rescue of Freddie and Flossie 
is being arranged for, I will take this chance 
to tell my new readers something of the four 
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children, about whom I am going to write in 
this boot 

There are other books ahead of this one, 
and the first is named after the children. It 
is called "The Bobbsey Twins," and relates 
some of the early adventures of Bert, Nan, 
Flossie and Freddie. Those are the names 
of the twins, as you have already learned. 

The Bobbsey family lived in an eastern city 
called Lakeport, at the head of Lake Metoka. 
Mr. Bobbsey was in the lumber business and 
had an office near his lumberyard, which was 
*Mown town" as the children called it. 

Now I'll tell you just a little about the four 
children, their friends and something about 
the other books, and then Til get on with the 
story, which I hope you will wish to read. 

There were two sets of twins, you see. Bert 
and Nan were the older. They each had dark 
brown hair, brown eyes and were rather tall 
for their age, and not so very fat ; though, of 
late, with all the good times they had had in 
the country at Blueberry Island and on the 
deep, blue sea, the older twins were getting 
stouten "Fatter," Freddie called it 
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Flossie and Freddie were just the opposite 
of Bert and Nan. The smaller pair of twins 
were short and stout, and each had light hair, 
and blue eyes that looked at you, sometimes, 
in the funniest way you can imagine. 

Besides Mr. and Mrs. Bobbsey there was 
Dinah, the fat, good-natured colored cook, 
who knew how to make more kinds of cake 
than you could eat in one day. And then 
there was Sam Johnson, her husband. Sam 
worked about the Bobbsey house and bam, 
looked after the horse and sometimes drove 
the automobile, though he said he liked a horse 
better. But the Bobbsey family liked the auto- 
mobile, so the horse was used down in the 
lumberyard more often than to take Bert, 
Nan, Flossie and Freddie for a ride. 

The Bobbsey twins had many friends and 
relations, but I will not take up your time, 
now, telling you about them. I must not for- 
get, however, to mention Snoop and Snap. 
Snoop was a fine, big cat, and he was named 
"Snoop" because he always seemed to be 
"snooping" into everything, as Dinah said. 
Snoop didn't do that to be bad, he jwst wanted 
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to find out about things. Once he wanted to 
find out what was inside an empty tin can, 
and so he stuck his head in and he couldn't 
get it out until Bert helped him. 

Snap was the Bobbsey dog, and he wasn't 
called "Snap" because he would snap at you. 
No indeed! It was because, when Bert put 
a cracker on his dog's nose,, the animal would 
"snap" it off with a jerk of his head and eat 
it — cat the cracker I mean. That was one 
reason he was called "Snap." But there were 
other reasons, too. 

And so the Bobbsey twins lived in a fine 
house in a pleasant city and they had lots of 
fun. Those of you who have read the other 
books know that. They went to the country 
and to the seashore, to visit Uncle William 
at the latter place, and Uncle Daniel Bobbsey 
in the former. 

Of course the Bobbsey twins went to school, 
and thete is a book telling about them there, 
and the fun and adventures they had. Later 
on they went to "Snow Lodge," and after an 
exciting winter, they spent part of the stun- 
mer on a houseboat. 



/ 
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When Bert, Nan, Flossie and Freddie went 
to Meadow Brook, which was the country- 
home of Uncle Daniel, the twins never ex- 
pected very much to happen. But it did, and 
they talked about it for a long time. Then 
they came home to have more good times, and, 
later on, went to a great city. I haven't space, 
here, to tell you all that happened. You must 
get the book and read it for yourself. 

After that they spent a summer on Blue- 
berry Island, and there were gypsies on the 
island. Some strange things happened, but 
the Bobbsey twins enjoyed every hour of their 
stay, and did not want to come home. 

But they had to, of course, and still more 
strange adventures awaited them. Those you 
may read about in the book just before this. 
It is called: "The Bobbsey Twins on the 
Deep, Blue Sea," and in it is related how the 
family went on a voyage to an island off the 
coast of Florida, to rescue a poor, sick boy 
who had been left there by mistake. 

Now they were home once more. 

It was almost time for school to open for 
the fall term, and the twins were playing in 
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the barn, making the most of the last days 
of their vacation, when the accident happened 
about the hay, as I have told you. 

"Flossie! Freddie i Are you under there?*' 
called Bert, anxiously, as he threw aside arm- 
ful after armful of the dried grass. "Are 
you down there under the hay?" 

He paused a moment to listen for an an- 
swer, but none came. If Flossie and Freddie 
were there, either they did not hear him or 
they were so smothered by the hay that they 
could not answer. 

"Oh, I hope nothing has happened to them !" 
exclaimed Bert, and he began digging away 
faster than before. 

Certainly it was a large pile of hay to have 
fallen on two little children. But then the 
hay was soft, and Bert, himself, had often 
been buried imder a pile in the field. It had 
not hurt, but the dust had made him sneeze. 

Faster and faster Bert dug away at the hay. 
He heard feet pattering on the bam floor back 
of him, and, turning, saw Snap, the big dog, 
come running in. 

"Oh, Snap!" cried Bert, "Flossie and 
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Freddie are under the hay ! Help me dig 'em 
out!" 

"Bow wow !" barked Snap, just as if he un- 
derstood. Of course he didn't really know 
what had happened, but he saw Bert digging 
away and Snap himself knew enough to do 
that. Often enough he had dug up, with his 
front paws, a bone he had buried in the hard 
ground. This digging in the soft hay was 
easier than that. 

So Snap began to paw aside the hay, just 
as Bert was doing, and while boy and dog 
were doing this into the bam came fat Dinah, 
with Nan running ahead of her. 

"Whut's dish yeah has happened, Bert? 
Whut's all dish yeah I heah Nan say?" de- 
manded the black cook. "Whut you done 
gone an' done to yo' Til broth' an' sistah ? De 
pooh I'il honey lambs!" 

"I didn't do anything!" declared Bert. "I 
was swinging on a rope, over the haymow, 
and so was Nan. And Flossie and Freddie 
were playing on the bam floor under the mow. 
I fell on the hay and so did Nan, and a whole 
lot of it slid down and fell on top of Flossie 
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and Freddie and — and — ^now they're down un- 
der there, I guess !" 

^'Good land ob massy!" exclaimed Dinah. 
"Dat suah is a lot to happen to mah poor Til 
lambkins! Where is you, Flossie? Where 
is you, Freddie?" she cried. 

There was no answer. 
Oh, Dinah ! do get them out," begged Nan. 
I will, honey! I will!" exclaimed the col- 
ored woman. 

^'Shall I go to get Sam?" Nan wanted to 
know. "Mother isn't at home," she added to 
Bert. "She went over to Mrs. Black's. Oh, 
maybe we can't ever get Flossie and Freddie 
out!" 

Hush yo' talk laik dat!" cried Dinah. 
Co'se we git 'em out! We kin do it. No 
need to git Sam. Come on now, Bert an' Nan f 
Dig as fast as yo' kin make yo' hands fly !" 

Dinah bent over and began tossing aside 
the hay as Bert had been doing. Nan also 
helped, and Snap — ^well he meant to help, but 
he got in the way more than he did anything 
else, and Bert tried to send his dog out, but 
Snap would not go. 
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Faster and faster worked Dinah, Nan and 
Bert, and soon the big pile of hay, which had 
fallen on Flossie and Freddie grew smaller. 
It was being stacked on another part of the 
Hoor. 

"Maybe I'd better go and telephone to 
daddy !" suggested Nan, when the hay pile had 
been made much smaller. "You don't see 
an3^hing of them yet, do you Dinah?" she 
asked anxiously. 

"No, not yet, honey ! But I soon will. We's 
'most to de bottom ob de heap. No use wor- 
ritin' yo' pa. We'll git Freddie and Flossie 
out all right!" 

Bert was tossing aside the hay so fast that 
his arms seemed like the spokes of a wheel 
going around. He felt that it was partly his 
fault that the hay had fallen on his little 
brother and sister. 

"Now we'll git 'em!" cried Dinah, after a 
bit. "I see de bam flo' in one place. Come 
on out, chilluns!" she cried. "Come on out, 
Flossie an' Freddie! We's dug de hay off en 
yo' now! Come on out!" 

Indeed the hay pile was now so small at 
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the place where it had slid from the mow, that 
it would not have hidden Snap, to say nothing 
of covering the two Bobbsey twins. 

But something seemed to be wrong. There 
were no little fat legs or chubby arms sticking 
out. The little Bobbsey twins were not in 
sight, though nearly all the hay had been 
moved aside. 

Bert, Nan and Dinah gazed at the few wisps 
remaining. Then, in a queer voice Nan said : 

"Why— why ! They're not there !" 



CHAPTER III 

THE WASHINGTON CHILDREN 

There was no doubt of it. Flossie and 
Freddie were not under the pile of hay that 
had fallen on them. The hay had all been 
cast aside now, so far away from the place 
where it had fallen that it could not serve for 
a hiding place. And Bert and Nan could see 
the bare floor of the barn. 

* Where are they?" asked Bert, looking in 
surprise at Nan. "Where are Flossie and 
Freddie?" 

"Dat's whut I wants to know!" declared 
Dinah. "Where is dey? Has yo* all been 
playin' a trick on ole Dinah?" and she looked 
sadly at Bert and Nan. 

"Playing a trick?" cried Nan. 

"We didn't play any trick !" exclaimed Bert. 

"Flossie and Freddie were down under that 

hay!" 
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'But they're not there now !'* went on Nan. 
'No/' said Dinah, as she poked aside some 
of the wisps of hay with her foot. "Dey isn't 
heah now, an' where is dey? Dat's whut I'se 
askin' yo' all, Bert an' Nan? Where is dem 
two little lambkins?" 

Bert looked at Nan and Nan looked at Bert. 
It was a puzzle. What had become of Flossie 
and Freddie between the time they disappeared 
under the sliding pile of hay and now, when 
it had been cleared away to another part of* 
the barn, 

"I saw them playing on the floor," said 
Nan. "Then, when Bert and I let go the 
ropes and jumped in the mow, a lot of hay 
came down all at once, and then I — I didn't 
see Flossie and Freddie any more. They 
surely were under the hay!" 

"Yes," agreed Bert, "they were. But they 
aren't here now. Maybe they fell down 
through the floor!" he added hopefully. 
"The cow stable is tmder this part of the 
barn." 

"Yes, but there isn't any hole in the bam 
floor here," said Nan. "And the cracks aren't 
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Jbig enough for Flossie and Freddie to slip 
through." 

"No, dey didn't go t'rough de flo', dat's 
suah!" exclaimed Dinah. "It's mighty queer! 
I guess yo' all had best go call Sam," she went 
on to Nan. Mebby he know something 'bout 
dish yeah bam dat I don't know. Go git Sam 
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Just then there came a joyous shout from 
the big barn doors behind Nan, Bert and 
Dinah. 

"Here we are! Here we are! Oh, we 
fooled you! We fooled you!" cried two 
childish voices, and there stood the miss- 
ing Flossie and Freddie, hay in their 
fluffy, golden hair, hay hanging down over 
their blue eyes, and hay stuck over their 
clothes. 

"Here we are!" cried Freddie. "Did you 
was lookin' for us?" 

"I should say we did was!" cried Bert, 
laughing, now, at Freddie's queer way of 
speaking, for, though the little fireman usually 
spoke quite properly, he sometimes went 
wrong. 
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"Where have you been?" asked Nan. "And 
how did you get out?'* 

"We crawled out from under the hay when 
it fell on us," explained Flossie. "Then 
Freddie says let's play hide and coop and we 
climbed up the little ladder and went up in 
the haymow and then we slid out of the little 
window and got outside the bam and then 
we just hid an' waited to see what you'd do." 
By this time Flossie was out of breath, having 
said all this without pause. 

"But you didn't come after us," said 
Freddie, "and so we came to see where you 
were. And we fooled you, didn't we? We 
fooled you bad." 

"I should say you did!" cried Bert. '^We 
were digging the hay away. I thought you'd 
be away down underneath." 

'^We were," went on Flossie. "But we vrfg- 
gled out, an' you didn't see us wiggle." 

"No," agreed Nan, "we didn't see you. But, 
oh, I'm so glad you are all right!" she cried, 
and she hugged Flossie in her arms. "You 
aren't hurt, are you?" 

"No, but I was tickled," said Flossie. **^e 
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"But we wiggled out and hid so we could 
fool you !" laughed Freddie. "Didn't you see 
us crawl put?" 

"No," answered Bert, "I didn^t. If I had 
I wouldn't have dug so hard." 

"Ouch ! Something tickles me awful !" com- 
plained Freddie, twisting around as though he 
wanted to work his way out of his clothes. 
"Maybe there's a hay-bug down my back !" he 
went on. 

"Good land of massy!" cried Dinah, catch- 
ing him up in her arms. "Yo' come right 
in de house wif me, honey lamb, an' ole 
Dinah'll undress yo' an' git at de bug — ^if dey 
is one !" 

"I guess we've had enough fun in the bam," 
said Nan. "I don't want to play here any 



more." 



"I guess we'll have to put back the hay we 
knocked down," said Bert. That was one of 
the Bobbsey rules — ^to put things back the way 
they had been at first, after their play was 
done. 

"Yes, we must put the hay up in the mow 
again," agreed Nan. "Daddy wouldn't like 
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to have us leave it on the floor. FU help you, 
Bert, 'cause I helped knock it down." 

Dinah led the two younger twins off to the 
kitchen, with a promise of a molasses cookie 
each and a further promise to Freddie that 
she would take out of his clothes whatever it 
was tickling his back — a hay-bug or some of 
the dried wisps of grass. 

Bert and Nan had not long been working 
at stacking the hay back in place before Sam 
came in. He had heard what had happened 
from Dinah, his wife, and he said, most 
kindly : 

"Run along an' play, Bert an' Nan! FU 
put back de hay f o' yo' all. 'Tain't much, an* 
it won't take me long." 

"Thank you, Sam!" said Bert. "It's more 
fun playing outdoors to-day than stacking hay 
in a bam." 

"Are you very sure you don't mind doing it, 
Sam?" asked Nan, for she wanted to "play 
fair." 

"Oh, I don't mind!" exclaimed the good- 
natured Sam. "Hop along !" 

"Didn't you ever like to play outdoors, 
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Sam ?*' questioned Bert, as he and Nan started 
to leave the bam. 

"Suah I did," answered Sam. "When I 
was a youngster like you I loved to go jSshin' 
and swimmin' in the ole hole down by the 
crick." 

"Oh, Sam, did you like to swim?" went on 
the Bobbsey boy quickly. 

"I suah did, Bert. Down in our pa'ts I was 
considered the bestes' swimmer there." 

"Some day I'm going to see you, Sam," de- 
clared Bert. "Maybe you could teach me some 
new strokes." 

"I doan know about that, Bert. You see, I 
ain't quite so limber as what I used to be when 
I was your age or jest a little older. Now you 
jest hop along, both of you, and enjoy your- 
selves." 

So Nan and Bert went out to find some other 
way of having fun. They wanted to have all 
the good times they could, as school would 
soon begin again. 

"But we'll have a vacation at Thanksgiving 
and Christmas and New Year's," said Nan, as 
she and her brother talked it over. 
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"Thanksgiving's a long way off," said Bert, 
with a sigh. 

The two children were walking along the 
side path toward the front yard when sud- 
denly Snap, their dog, gave a savage growl. 
It was the kind of growl he never gave unless 
he happened to be angry, and Bert knew, right 
away, something must be wrong. 

"What is it, Snap? A tramp?" asked the 
boy, looking around. Often Snap would 
growl this way at tramps who might happen 
to come into the yard. Now there may be 
good tramps, as well as bad ones, but Snap 
never stopped to find out which was which. 
He just growled, and if that didn't scare away 
the tramp then Snap ran at him. And no 
tramp ever stood after that. He just ran 
away. 

But now neither Bert nor Nan could see 
any tramp, either in the yard or in the street 
in front of the house. Snap, though, kept on 
growling deep down in his throat, and then, 
suddenly, the children saw what the matter 
was. A big dog was digging a hole under 
the fence to get into the Bobbsey yard. The 
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gate was closed, and though the dog might 
have jumped the fence, he didn't. He was 
digging a hole underneath. And Snap saw 
him. That's why Snap growled. 

'^Oh, Bert! Look!" cried Nan. 

As she spoke the dog managed to get through 
the hole he had dug, and into the Bobbsey 
yard he popped. But he did not stay there 
long. Before he could run toward Bert and 
Nan, if, indeed, he had that notion, Snap had 
leaped toward the unwelcome visitor. 

Snap growled and barked in such a brave, 
bold way that the other dog gave one long 
howl, and then back through the hole he wig- 
gled his way, faster than he had come in. 
But fast as he wiggled out, he was not 
quick enough, for Snap nipped the end of 
the big dog's tail and there was another 
howl. 

"Good boy !" cried Bert to his dog, as Snap 
came back to him, wagging his tail, having 
first made sure, however, that the strange dog 
was running down the street. "Good, old 
Snap!" 

And Snap wagged his tail harder than ever. 
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for he liked to be told he had been good and 
had done something worth while. 

"I wonder what that dog wanted?" asked 
Nan. 

"I don't know/* answered Bert. "He was 
a strange one. But he didn't stay long!" 

*'Not with our Snap around !" laughed Nan. 

The two older Bobbsey twins were wonder- 
ing what they could do next to have a good 
time, when they heard their mother's voice 
calling to them from the side porch. She had 
come back from a little visit to a lady down 
the street, and had heard all about the acci- 
dent to Flossie and Freddie. 

"Ho, Nan I Ho, Bert! I want you !" called 
Mrs. Bobbsey. 

"I guess she's going to scold us for making 
the hay slide on Flossie and Freddie," said 
Bert, rather anxiously. 

"Well, we couldn't help it," replied his sis- 
ter. "We didn't know it was so slippery. 
Yes, Mother; we're coming!" she answered, 
as Mrs. Bobbsey called again. 

But, to the relief of Nan and Bert, their 
mother did not scold them. She just said : 
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"You must be a little more careful when 
you're playing where Flossie and Freddie are. 
They are younger than you, and don't so well 
know how to look out for themselves. You 
must look out for them. But now I want you 
to go down to daddy's office." 

'What do you want us to do ?" asked Nan. 
'Here is a letter that he ought to have right 
away/' went on Mrs. Bobbsey. "It came to 
the house by mistake. It should have gone to 
daddy^s lumber office, but the postman left 
it while I was out, and Dinah was out in the 
bam with you children, so she could not tell 
him to carry it on down town. So I wish 
you'd take it to daddy. He has been expect- 
ing it for some time. It's about some business, 
and I don't want to open the letter and tele- 
phone what's in it. But if you two will just 
run down with it " 

"Of course we will!'' cried Bert. "It'll h6 
funr 

'*And may we stay a little while?" asked 
Nan. 

"Yes, if you don't bother daddy. Here i^ 
the letter." 
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A little later Nan and Bert were in their 
father's oflfice. The clerks knew the children 
and smiled at them, and the stenographer, who 
wrote Mr. Bobbsey's letters on the clicking 
typewriter machine, took the twins through her 
room into their father's private office. 

As the door opened, Bert and Nan saw a 
strange man talking to Mr. Bobbsey. But 
what interested them more than this was the 
sight of two children — a boy and a girl about 
their own age — in their father's private office. 
The boy and girl were sitting on chairs, look- 
ing at the very same lumber books — ^those with 
pictures of big woods in them — ^that Nan and 
Bert often looked at themselves. 

Mr. Bobbsey glanced up as the door opened. 
He saw his two older twins, and, smiling at 
them, said: 

"Come in. Nan and Bert. I want you to 
meet these Washington children T* 



CHAPTER IV 
MISS pompret's china 

Bert and Nan looked at one another in 
some surprise as they stood in the door of 
their father's private office. What did he 
mean by saying that they were to come in 
and meet the "Washington children P* Who 
were the 'Washington children?" 

Nan and Bert were soon to know, for their 
father spoke again. 

"Come on in. These are two of my twins, 
Mr. Martin," he added to the gentleman who 
was sitting near his desk. The two "Wash- 
ington children," looked up from the lumber 
books they had been reading. No, I am 
wrong, they had not been reading them — only 
looking at the pictures. 

"Two of your twins?" repeated Mr. Mar- 
tin, with a smile. "Do you mean to say you 
have more twins at home?" 

"Oh, yes, another set. Smaller than these. 

39 
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I wish you would see Flossie and Freddie. 
Come here, Bert and Nan. This is my friend, 
Mr. Martin/' he continued, "and these are his 
children, Billy and NelL They live in Wash- 
ington, D. C." 

So that was what Mr. Bobbsey meant. At 
first, Nan said afterward, she had a little no- 
tion that her father might have meant the boy 
and girl were the children of General George 
Washington. But a moment's thought told 
Nan that this could not be. General Washing- 
ton's children, supposing him to have had any, 
would have been grown up into old men and 
women and would have passed away long ago. 
But Billy and Nell Martin lived in Washing- 
ton, District of Columbia (which is what the 
letters D. C. stand for) and, Bert and Nan 
knew, Washington was the capital, or chief 
city, of tlie United States. 

''Mr. Martin came in to see me on business," 
explained Daddy Bobbsey. '*He is traveling 
for a lumber firm, and on this trip he brought 
his boy and girl with him." 

"They aren't twins, though," said Mr. Mar- 
tin with a nod at Nan and Pert, 
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*'I think it's lovely to be a twin !" said Nell, 
with a smile at Nan. "Don't you have lotsi 
of fun?" 

"Yes, we do," Nan said. 

"I should think you could have fun in this 
lumberyard," remarked Billy Martin. "I'd 
like to Hve near it." 

•''Yes, we play in it," said Bert; and now 
that the "ice had been broken/' as the grown 
folks say, the four children began to feel bet- 
ter acquainted. 

"Did you come down for anything special ?" 
asked Mr. Bobbsey of Bert. 

"Yes, Daddy. Here's a letter mother gave 
us for you," the boy answered. 

"Oh, this is the one I have been expecting," 
said Mr. Bobbsey to Mr. Martin. "Now we 
can talk business. Bert and Nan, don't you 
want to take Billy and Nell out in the yard 
and show them the lake? But don't fall in, 
and don't climb on the lumber," he added. 

"Oh, I'd love to look at the lake!" cried 
Nell. 

"And I like to see big piles of lumber," said 
her brother Billy. 
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"The children will be all right," said Mr. 
Bobbsey, in answer to a look from Mr. Martin. 
"My older twins often play about the lumber- 
yard, and they'll see that Billy and Nell come 
to no harm." 

So while the two men talked over lumber 
matters, Bert and Nan showed Billy and Nell 
the sights of their father's lumberyard, and 
took the Washington children down to Lake 
Metoka, where the blue waters sparkled in the 
sun. 

"Oh, this is lovely!" exclaimed Nell. "It's 
nicer than Washington!" 

^Don't you have a lake there?" asked Bert. 

^No; but we have the Potomac River," an- 
swered Billy. "That's nice, but not as nice 
as this lake. Now let's go and look at the big 
piles of lumber." 

"Yes, let's," echoed Nell. 

The children tossed some chips into the 
lake, pretending they were boats, and then they 
walked around the yard to where long boards 
and planks were stacked into great piles, wait- 
ing to be taken away on boats or wagons. 

Bert asked one of the workmen if they could 
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play with some of the boards, and, receiving 
permission to do so, they had fun making 
something they called a house, and then oti a 
see-saw. 

"Oh, I always did love to see-saw !" said the 
little girl from Washington. "We don't get 
much of a chance to play that way where I 
come from." 

"We have see-saw rides lots of times down 
here," answered Nan. 

"Well, that's because your father owns a 
lumberyard, and you can get plenty of boards 
to use for a see-saw," said Henry. 

For an hour or more Bert and Nan enter- 
tained the Washington children in the lumber- 
yard, and then, as it was getting close to din- 
ner time. Nan told Bert they had better go 
back to their father's office. 

They found Mr. Martin about to leave. 
And then Mr. Bobbsey thought of something. 

"Look here, Henry!" he exclaimed to his 
friend, "there's no need of your going back 
to that hotel. Come out to the house — ^you and 
the children — and have dinner with me. I 
v/ant you and your boy and girl to meet Flossie 
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and Freddie, and I want you to meet Mrs. 
Bobbsey." 

"Well, rd like to," said Mr. Martin slowly, 
while the eyes of Nell and Billy glowed in de- 
light. "But, perhaps it might bother your 
wife." 

"Oh, no!" laughed Mr. Bobbsey. "She 
likes company. I'll telephone out that we're 
coming, and Dinah, that's our cook, will be 
delighted to get up something extra. The/U 
be glad to see you. Come out to the house, 
all of you, and make me a nice visit. Can't 
you stay a day or so?" 

Eagerly Nan and Bert waited for the an- 
swer, for they liked the Washington children 
very much, 

"Oh, no, we can't stay later than this even- 
ing," said Mr. Martin. "I've got other busi- 
ness to look after* But I'll come out to dinner 
with you." 

"Oh, we'll have lots of fun I" whispered Nan 
to Nell. "You'll just love Flossie — ^she's so 
cute!'^ 

"I'll show you my dog Snap," said Bert to 
Billy. "You ought to have se^n him scare a 
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Strange dog just before we came down here." 

"I like dogs," said Billy. ''We could have 
one in Washington if we had a barn to keep 
him in." 

"We've got a barn/' went on Bert. "You 
ought to have seen what happened there this 
morning to Flossie and Freddie," and then he 
told about the little twins having been hidden 
under the hay. 

Mr. Bobbsey's automobile was in the lum- 
beryard, and in this the trip was quickly made 
to the home of the four twins, after Mrs. 
B9bbsey had been told, by telephone, that com- 
pany was coming 

Nell and Billy were glad to see Flossie and 
Freddie, and the six children had fun playing 
around the house and bam with Snoop and 
Snap. 

Mr. and Mrs. Bobbsey wanted Mr. Martin 
to stay two or three days with his children, 
but the Washington Itunberman said it could 
not be done this time. 

"Fm on a business trip," he said, "and I 
can't spend as much time in visiting and pleas- 
ure as Fd like, though I am trying to give 
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Billy and Nell a good time. This is the first 
time I have ever taken them on a trip with 
me. 

"And we've had such a lovely time!" ex- 
claimed Nell. 

"Packs of fun!" added her brother. 

"Fm sorry we can't stay longer," went on 
Mr. Martin. "You folk must come to Wash- 
ington some day." 

"Yes, I expect to," said Mr. Bobbsey. "I've 
been counting on going there some day on 
some business matters." 

"Well, when you come be sure to bring the 
children," said the father of Nell and Billy. 
"I think they would enjoy seeing the 'White 
House, the big Capitol building, the Congres- 
sional Library, Washington's home at Mt. 
Vernon and places like that." 

"Could we see the Washington Monu- 
ment?" asked Nan. She remembered looking 
at a picture of that in her geography. 

"Oh, yes, I'd show you that, too," said Mn 
Martin. 

"And could we see the Potomac River?* 
Bert wanted to know^ 
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"Surely!" laughed Bill/s father. "Fll 
show you all the sights of Washington if you'll 
come and pay me a visit — all you Bobbsey 
twins !" he added. 

1 wish we could go!" sighed Nan. 
Terhaps you can," said her father. 
^Have you got any hay in Wash'ton?" 
asked Freddie, suddenly, and every one else 
laughed except hfmself and Flossie. 

"Oh, I guess I could find enough hay for 
you and your little sister" to hide under," an- 
swered Mr. Martin with a laugh, for he had 
heard the story of what had happened in the 
bam. 

A little later Mr. Martin and his boy and 
girl had to leave. They said "good-bye," and 
while the father of the Washington children 
again asked Mr. and Mrs. Bobbsey to come to 
visit him at his home, Nell and Billy whis- 
pered to Nan and Bert: 

"Be sure and come, and bring Flossie and 
Freddie with you!" 

"We will!" promised Nan, but neither she 
nor Bert guessed what a queer little adven- 
ture they were soon to have in Washington. 
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A few days later school opened, and the 
Bobbsey twins had to go back to their class- 
rooms. At first they did not like it, after the 
long, joyous vacation on the deep, blue sea, 
but their teachers were kind, and finally the 
twins began to feel that, after all, school was 
not such a bad place. 

Thanksgiving Day came, bringing a little 
vacation period, and after church in the morn- 
ing, the Bobbsey twins went home to eat roast 
turkey and cranberry sauce. Then they went 
out to play with some of their boy and girl 
friends, having lots of fun in the barn and 
yard. 

"But don't slide any more hay down on 
Flossie and Freddie!" begged Mrs. Bobbsey. 

"We won't!" promised Bert and Nan, and 
they kept their word. 

It was about a week after Thanksgiv- 
ing, and Bert and Nan were on their way 
home from school one day, when, as they 
passed a red brick house on the street next 
to theirs, they saw, standing on the porch, a 
pleasant-faced, elderly lady who was looking 
up and down the avenue. 
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"That's Miss Pompret/' said Nan to Bert. 
"I heard mother^ say she was very rich." 

'T!s she?" asked Bert. "She looks kind of 
funny." 

"That's 'cause she isn't married," returned 
Nan. "Some folks call her an old maid, but 
I don't think she's very old, even if her hair 
is white. Her face looks nice." 

"Yes, but she looks kind of worried now," 
said Bert. "That's the way mother looks 
when she's worried." 

They were in front of the house now, and 
could see Miss Pompret quite plainly. Cer- 
tainly the elderly lady did look as though 
something troubled her. 

"Good afternoon. Miss Pompret!" called 
Nan, as she was about to pass by. Bert took 
off his cap and bowed. 

"Oh, you're half of the Bobbsey twins, 
aren't you?" asked Miss Pompret, with a 
smile. "I often see you go past. I only wish 
you were a little bigger." 

"Bigger? 'Why?" asked Bert, in some sur- 
prise. 

'Why, then,'' explained Miss Pompret, 
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"you might take this letter to the post-ofRce 
for me. It's very important, and I want it to go 
out on this mail, but I can't go to the post- 
office myself. If you Bobbsey twins were 
bigger I should ask you to take it. Tell me, is 
the other set of twins larger than you two?'' 
No'm; they're smaller," explained Nan.l 
Flossie and Freddie are lots littler than we 



ft 
ri 



are. 



But we're big enough to take the letter to 
the post-office for you. Miss Pompret," said 
Bert. He had often heard his father and 
mother speak of this neighbor, and the kind- 
nesses she had done. 

"Are you sure you are big enough to go 
to the post-office for me?" asked Miss Pom- 
pret. 

"We often go for daddy and mother," said 
Nan. 

"Well, then, if you think your mother 
wouldn't mind, I would like, very much, to 
have you go," said Miss Pompret. "The let- 
ter is very important, but I can not take it 
myself, as I have company, and I have no one, 
just now, who can leave. I thought I might 



MISS POMPRETS CHINA 51 



see some large boy on the street, but ** 

*Tm big enough !" exclaimed Bert. 

''Yes, I believe you are !" agreed the elderly 
lady, looking at him through her glasses. 
"Well, I shall be very thankful to you and your 
sister if you will mail the letter for me. And, 
on your way back, stop and let me know that 
you dropped it in the post-office all right." 

"We will !" promised Bert, and Nan nodded 
her head in agreement with him. Miss Pom- 
pret handed over the letter, which was in 
a large envelope. Nan and Bert were soon at 
the post-office with it. 

The white-haired lady was waiting for 
them on the porch as they came back along the 
street. 

"Won't you come in, just for a minute?" she 
asked, smiling kindly at them. "My maid has 
just baked a chocolate cake, and I don't be- 
lieve your mother would mind if you each had 
a piece." 

"Oh, no'm — ^she wouldn't mind at all !" said 
Bert quickly. 

"We like chocolate cake,'* said Nan, "but 
we didn't go to the post-office for that !" 
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"Bless your heart, child, I know you 
didn't!" laughed their new friend. "Please 
come in!" 

The chocolate cake was all Bert and Nan 
hoped it would be, and besides that Miss Pom- 
pret set out on the table for them each a glass 
of milk. They looked around the beautiful 
but old-fashioned room, noting the dark ma- 
hogany furniture, the cut glass on the side- 
board, and, over in one corner, a glass cup- 
board, through the clear doors of which could 
be seen some china dishes. 

Miss Pompret saw Nan looking at this set 
of china, and the elderly lady smiled as she 
said : 

"Isn't it beautiful?" 

"Yes," said Nan, softly. "I love pretty 
dishes." 

"And these are my greatest treasure," said 
Miss Pompret. "I am very proud of them.* 
They have been in my family over a hundred 
years. But there is a sad story about it — 3, 
very sad story about the old Pompret china,'* 
And the lady's face clouded. 

"Did somebody break it?" asked Bert. Once 
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he had broken a plate of which his mother was 
very proud, and he remembered how sad she 
felt. 

"No, my china wasn't broken/' said Miss 
Pompret. "In fact, there is a sort of mystery 
about it." 

"Oh, please tell me!" begged Nan. "I like 
nice dishes and I like slories." 

She and Bert looked at the closet of choice 
china dishes. Children though they were, they 
could see that the plates, cups, saucers and 
other dishes were not like the kind set on their 
table every day. 

What could Miss Pompret mean about a 
''mystery" connected with her set of china? 



CHAPTER V 
"what a lot of money r 

Bert and Nan sat up very straight on the 
chairs in Miss Pompret's dining room, and 
looked first at her and then at the china closet 
with its shiny, glass doors. Miss Pompret sat 
up very straight, too, in her chair, and she, 
also, looked first from Nan and Bert to the 
wonderful china, which seemed made partly of 
egg shells, so fine it was and pretty. 

Miss Pompret's dining room was one in 
which it seemed every one had to sit up 
straight, and in which every chair had to be 
in just the right place, where the table legs 
must keep very straight, too, and where not 
even a comer of a rug dared to be turned up. 
In fact it was a very straight, old-fashioned 
but very beautiful dining room, and Miss Pom- 
pret herself was an old-fashioned but beauti- 
ful lady. 
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"Now if you will sit very still, and not 
move, ril bring out some pieces of my china 
set and show them to you," said Miss Pom- 
pret. "You were so kind as to take the let- 
ter to the post-office for me when I could not 
go myself, that I feel I ought to reward you 
in some way." 

The chocolate cake was enough," said Nan* 

'Yes, it was awful good!" sighed Bert. 

"Mother told you not to say *awful,' " in- 
terposed Bert's sister. 

"Oh, well, I mean it was terribly nice !" ex- 
claimed the boy. 

"Fm glad you liked it," went on Miss Pom- 
pret with a smile. "But I must not keep you 
too long, or your mother will be wondering 
what has become of you. But I thought you, 
Nan, would be interested in seeing beautiful 
china. You'll have a home of your own, some 
day, and nothing is nicer in a nice home than 
beautiful dishes." 

"I know that!" cried Nan. "My niamma 
has some very beautiful dishes, and once in a 
great while she lets me look them over. Some- 
times, too, we have them on the table — ^when 
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it's some special occasion like a birthday or 
visitors." 

"I don't much like to see the real nice dishes 
on a table,^' remarked Bert. "Fm always 
afraid that FU break one of them, and then I 
know my mother would feel pretty bad over 
it." 

"You must be careful, my boy. You can't 
handle nice china as you can your baseball or 
your football," said Miss Pompret, with a 
smile. 

"Well, I guess they couldn't treat dishes like 
baseballs and footballs!" cried Nan. "Just 
think of throwing a sugar bowl up into the 
air or hitting it with a bat, or kicking a teapot 
all around the lots!" 

"That certainly wouldn't be very nice," said 
Miss Pompret. 

She went over to the closet, unlocked the 
glass doors, and set some of the rare pieces 
out on the lace cover of the dining room table. 
Bert and Nan saw that Miss Pompret handled 
each piece as though it might be crushed, even 
in her delicate hands, which were almost as 
white and thin as a piece of china. 
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"This is the wonderful Pompret tableware," 
went on the old lady. It has been in my fam- 
ily over a hundred years. My great-grand- 
father had it, and now it has come to me. I 
have had it a number of years, and I think 
more of it than anything else I have. Of 
course, if I had any little children I would 
care for them more than for these dishes,*' 
went on Miss Pompret. "But I'm a lonely 
old lady, and you neighborhood children are 
the only ones I have," and she smiled rather 
wistfully at Nan and Bert. 

Carefully dish after dish was taken from 
the closet and set out for the Bobbsey twins 
to look at. They did not venture to so much 
as touch one. The china seemed too easily 
broken for that. 

"I shoidd think you'd have to be very care- 
ful when you washed those dishes," remarked 
Nan, as she saw how light glowed through 
the side of one of the thin cups. 

"Oh, I am," answered Miss Pompret, "No 
one ever washes this set but me. My maid is 
very careful, but I would not allow her to 
touch a single piece. I don't use it very of- 
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ten. Only when some old and dear friends, 
come to see me is the Pompret china used. 
And then I am sorry to say, I can not use the 
whole set." 

*'Why not?" asked Bert. "Are you afraid 
they'll break it?" 

"Oh no," and Miss Pompret smiled. "Tm 
not afraid of that. But you see I haven't the 
whole set, so I can't show it all. One of the 
sorrows of my life is that part of my beauti- 
ful set of china is missing." 

"There's a lot of it, though," added Bert, as 
he saw a number of shelves covered with the 
rare plates, cups and saucers. 

"Yes, but the sugar bowl and cream pitcher 
are missing," went on Miss Pompret, with a 
shake of her white head. "They were beauti- 
ful. But, alas! they are missing." And she 
sighed deeply. 

'Where are they ?" asked Nan. 

'Ah, that's the mystery I am going to tell 
you about," said Miss Pompret. "It isn't a 
very big story, and I won't keep you long. It 
isn't often I get a chance to tell it, so you must 
'forgive an old lady for keeping you from your 
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play," and again she smiled, in rather a sad 
fashion, at Nan and Bert. 

"Oh, we like it here!" exclaimed Nan 
quickly. 

"It's lots of fun!" added Bert. "I like to 
hear about a mystery." 

"Well," began Miss Pompret, "as I told 
you, this set of china has been in our family 
over a. hundred years. It was made in Eng- 
land, and each piece has the mark of the man 
who made it. See, this is what I mean." 

She turned over one of the cups and showed 
the Bobbsey twins where, on the bottom, there 
was the stamp, in blue, of some animal in a 
circle of gold. 

"That is the mark of the Waredon factory, 
where this china was made," went on Miss 
Pompret. "Only china made by Mr. Ware- 
don can have this mark on it." 

It looks like our dog Snap," said Bert. 

^Oh, no!" laughed Miss Pompret. "That 
is supposed to be the British lion. Mr. Ware- 
don took that as a trade-mark, and at the top 
of the golden circle, with the blue lion inside, 
you can see the letter 7' while at the bottom 
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is the letter *W.* They stand for the name 
Jonathan Waredon, in whose English factory 
the china was made. Each piece has this mark 
on it, nad no other make of china in the world- 
can be rightfully marked like that. 

"Well, now about the mystery. Some years 
ago, before you children were bom, I lived 
in another city. I had the china set there with 
me, and then it was complete. I had the 
cream pitcher and the sugar bowl. One day 
a ragged man came to the house. He was 
very ragged and poor. I suppose you would 
call him a tramp. 

"The cook I then had felt sorry for him, 
and let him come into the kitchen to have some- 
thing to eat. As it happened, part of my rare 
china set was on a table in the same room. I 
was getting ready to wash it myself, as I 
would let no one else touch it. 

"Well, when I came out to wash my beauti- 
ful dishes the sugar bowl and cream pitcher 
of the set were gone. They had been on the 
table when the tramp was eating the lunch the 
cook gave him, but now they could not be 
found. The cook and I looked all over for 
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them — ^we searched the house, in fsict, tmt 
never found them/* 
''Who tooE them?" asked Bert, eagerly^ 
"Well, my dear boy, I have never found out. 
[The cook alwajrs said the tramp put the sugar 
bowl and cream pitcher in his pocket when her 
back was turned to get him a cup of coffee. At 
any rate, when he was gone the two pieces 
were gone also, and while I do not want to 
think badly of any one, I have come to beliewe 
that the tramp took my rare dishes/' 

"Didn't you ever 3ee him again?" asked 
Nan. 

"No, my dear, never, as far as I know/' 
"And did you never find the dishes?" Bert 
wanted to know. 

"Never. I advertised for them. I inquired 
if any boys in the neighborhood might have 
slipped in and taken them for a joke, but I 
never found them. To this day," went on 
Miss Pompret, "I have never again set €y& 
on my cream pitcher and sugar bowL They 
disappeared as completely and suddenly as 
though they had fallen down a hole in the 
earth. The tramp maj hare taken them; but 
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what would he do with just two pieces ? They 
were too frail for him to use. A man like 
that would want heavy dishes. Perhaps he 
knew how valuable they were and perhaps he 
intended asking a reward for bringing them 
back. But I never heard from him. 

"So that is why my rare set of Pompret 
china is not complete. The two pieces are 
missing and I would give a hundred dollars 
this minute if I could get them back!'* 

'A — 3, hundred dollars!" exclaimed Bert. 

'Yes, my boy. If some one would get me 
that sugar bowl and pitcher, with the mark of 
the lion in a golden circle, and the initials *J* 
at the top and W at the bottom, I would will- 
ingly pay one hundred dollars," said Miss 
Pompret. 

"A — ^a whole hundred dollars !" gasped Bert 
''What a lot of money P* 






.CHAPTER VI 

Wonderful new§ 

Mi§§ Alicia Pompret began putting back 
in the glass-doored closet the pieces of rare 
china that had the blue lion in a circle of gold 
and the initials "J. W." on the bottom of each 
piece. Nan and Bert watched her, and saw- 
how carefully her white hands took up each 
plate and cup. 

"A hundred dollars !" murmured Bert again. 
''I'd like to have all that money. I'd buy — 
er — I'd buy a goat!" 

"A goat!" exclaimed Miss Pompret. 

"Yes," went on Bert. "Freddie nearly 
J5ought one once, when we went to the big 
city, but mother wouldn't let him keep it. Now 
iwe're back home; and if I had a hundred dol- 
lars I'd buy a goat/* 

"Well, if you can find my sugar bowl and 
pitcher I'll be glad to pay you a hundred dol- 
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lars>* said Miss Pompfef with a snule at Bert 
**But I don't know tiiat I'd like a goat,'* she 
added. 

*'Do you really mean you'd pay a hundred 
dollars for two china dishes?* asked Nan, her 
eyes big with wonder. 

**Yes, my dear," said Miss Pompret "Of 
course if they were just two ordinary dishes, 
such as these,*' and she pointed to some on a 
side table, "they would not be worth a hundred 
dollars. But I need just those two pieces — 
the pitcher and sugar bowl — to make my rare 
set of china complete again. So if you chil- 
dren should happen to come across them, bring 
them to me and I'll pay you a hundred dollars. 
But, of course," she added, "they must be the 
pieces that match my set — ^they must have the 
lion mark on the underside. However," she 
concluded with a sigh, "I don't suppose you'll 
ever find them. The tramp must have broken 
them many long years ago. I'll never see them 
again." 

"Did you know the tramp's name?" asked 
Bert 

"Bless you, of course not!" laughed Miss 
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Pompret **Tranips hardly ever tell their 
names, and when they do, they don't give the 
right one. No, I'm sure Til never see my 
beautiful dishes again. Sometimes I dream 
that I shall, and I am disappointed when I 
awaken. But now I mustn't keep you children 
any longer. I've told you my little mystery 
story, and I hope you liked it." 

"Yes, we did, very much," answered Nan. 
"Only it's too bad!" 

'TTou aren't sure the tramp took the dishes, 
are you?" asked Bert. 

"No; and that is where the mysteiy comes 
in," said Miss Pompret, "Perhaps he didn't, 
and, maybe, in some unexpected way, I'll find 
them again. I hope I do, or that some one 
does, and I'll pay the hundred dollars to who- 
ever does." 

"My, that's a lot of money 1" murmured 
Bert again, when he and Nan were once more 
on their way home, having said good-bye to 
Miss Pompret "I wish we could find those 
dishes." 

"So do I," agretd Naa, "But don't call 
^on dishes. Bat." 
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"What are they?'' her brother wanted to 
know. 

"Why, the/re rare china. When I grow 
up Fm going to have a set just like Miss Pom- 
pret's." 

With the dog on the bottom ?'* 
Tisn't a dog, it's a lionr exclaimed Nan. 
Well, it looks like our dog Snap," declared 
Bert. 

They ran on home to find their mother out 
at the gate looking up and down the street 
for them. 

"Are you children just getting home from 
school?'* asked Mrs. Bobbsey. "Were you 
kept in for doing something wrong?" 

"Oh, no'm !" exclaimed Nan. "We went to 
see Miss Pompret." 

"And she's going to give us a hundred dol- 
lars if we find two of her dishes!" exclaimed 
Bert. 

"My! What's all this?" asked his mother, 
laughing. 

" 'Tisn't dishes ! It's rare china," said Nan, 
and then, between them, she and Bert told the 
story of the little favor they had done for 
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Miss Pompret, and Sow she had invited them 
in, given them cake and milk, and told them 
the mystery story. 

"Well, you had quite a visit,'* said Mrs. 
Bobbsey. "Miss Pompret is a dear lady, 
rather queer, perhaps, but very kind and a 
good neighbor. I am glad you did her a 
favor. I have heard, before, about her china, 
and knew she had some other rare and old- 
fashioned things in her house. I have been 
there once or twice. Now I want yoti to go 
to the store for me. Sam is away and Dinah 
needs some things for supper.*' 

"I want to go to the store, too!'* exclaimed 
Freddie, who came around the comer of the 
house just then, with his face and hands cov- 
ered with mud. 

"Oh, my dear child! what have you been 
doing?*' cried his mother. 

"Oh, just makin* pies," answered Freddie, 
rubbing one cheek with a grimy hand. "I 
made the pies and Flossie put *em in the oven 
to bake. We made an oven out of some 
bricks. But we didn't really eat the pies," he 
added, " 'cause they were only mud!" 
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*You look as though you had tried to eaf 
them," laughed Nan. "Come, Freddie, ITI 
wash you dean." 

"No, I want to go to the store T he cried. 

''So do 11" chimed in the voice of Flossie, 
as she, too, marched around the comer of the 
house, dirtier, if possible, than her little twin 
brother. "If Freddie goes to the store, I want 
to go with himl" Flossie cried* 

"All right," answered Bert "You go and 
wash Flossie and Freddie, Nan, and I'll get 
the express wagon and we'll pull them to the 
store with us. Then we can put the groceries 
in the wagon and bring them back that way." 

"That will be nice," put in Mrs. Bobbsey. 
"FU go and see just what Dinah wants. Run 
along with Nan, Flossie and Freddie, and let 
her wash you nice and clean." 

This just" suited the smaller twins, and soon 
they were being made, by Nan's use of soap 
and water in the bath room, to look a little less 
like mud pies. While Bert got out the express 
wagon. Snap, the big dog, saw his little master, 
and jumped about, barking in joy* 

"I don't care if that is a lion on the back 
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of Miss Pompret's dishes/' murmured Bert, 
as he put a piece of carpet in the wagon for, 
Flossie and Freddie to sit on, "it looks just 
like you, Snap. And I wonder if I could 
ever find that milk pitcher and sugar bowl and 
get that hundred dollars. I don't guess I 
could, but I'd like to awlul mudu No, I 
mustn't say 'awful,' but I'd like to a terrible 
lot. A hundred dollars is a pack of money 1" 

Down the street Nan and Bert pulled 
Flossie and Freddie in the little express 
wagon, with Snap running on ahead and bark- 
ing in delight. This was the best part of the 
day for him — ^when the children came home 
from school. Flossie and Freddie came first, 
and then Nan and Bert, and then the fim 
started. 

"Now don't run too fast!" exclaimed Flos- 
sie, as the express wagon began to bounce ovei; 
the uneven sidewalk. 

Oh, yes, let's go real fast!" cried Freddie. 

Let's go as fast as the fire engines go." 
We can't run as fast as that, Freddie," de- 
dared Nan, who was almost out of breath* 

We'll just nm regular." 
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And then she and Bert pulled the younger 
twins around for a little ride in the express 
wagon before they did the errand on which 
they had been sent. 

*'I had a letter from Mr. Martin to-day," 
said Mr. Bobbsey at the supper table that even- 
ing. "He asked to be remembered to you/' he 
said to Mrs. Bobbsey. "And Billy and Nell 
sent their love to you children." 

"They got safely back to Washington, did 
they?" asked Mrs. Bobbsey. 

"Yes," her husband answered. "And they 
said they had had a very nice visit here. They 
are anxious to have us come to Washington to 
see them." 

"Can we go ?" asked Nan. 

"Well, perhaps, some day," said her father. 

"Fd like to go now," murmured Bert. 
"Maybe we might see that tramp in Washing- 
ton, and get back Miss Pompret's dishes." 

"Rare china," muttered Nan, half luider 
her breath. 

"What tramp is that, and what about Miss 
Pompret's dishes?" asked Daddy Bobbsey, as 
he took his cup of tea from Dinah. 
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Then he had to hear the story of that after- 
noon's visit of Nan and Bert. 

"Oh, I guess Miss Pompret will never see 
her two china pieces again," said Mr. Bobbsey. 
"If the tramp took them he must have sold 
them, if he didn't smash them. So don't 
think of that hundred dollars, Bert and Nan." 

"But couldn't we go to Washington, any- 
how?" Bert wanted to know. 

Well, not right away, I'm afraid," his 
father answered. "You have to go to school, 
you know." 

But a few days after that something hap- 
pened. About eleven o'clock in the morning 
Bert, Nan, Flossie and Freddie came trooping 
home. Into the house they burst with shouts 
of laughter. 

"What's the matter? What is it? Has any- 
thing happened ?" cried Mrs. Bobbsey. "Why 
are you home from school at such a time of 
day?" 

There isn't any school," explained Nan. 
No school ?" questioned her mother. 
And there won't be any for a month, I 
guess!" added Bert. "Hurray!" 
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"What do you mean?" asked his surprised 
mother, "No school for a month?** 

"No, Mother/' added Nan. "The steam 
boiler is broken and they can't heat our room. 
It got so cold the teacher sent us home." 

"An' we came home, too!" added Flossie. 
"We couldn't stay in oiu" school 'cause our 
fingers were so cold!" 

"Was any one hurt when the boiler Burst?" 
asked Mrs. Bobbsey. 

"No," Bert said. "It didn't exactly Burst 
very hard, I guess." 

But Mrs. Bobbsey wanted to knoir just 
•what the trouble was, so she called up the 
principal of the school on the telephone, and 
from him learned that the heating boiler of 
the school had broken, not exactly burst, and 
that it could no longer heat the rooms. 

"It will probably be a month before we can 
get a new boiler, and until then there will be 
no more school," he said. "Jhe children will 
have another vacation." 

"A vacation so near Christmas," murmured 
Mrs. Bobbsey. "I wonder what I can do with 
my twins?" 
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Just then the telephone rang, and Mrs. Bobb- 
sey listened. It was Mr. Bobbsey telephoning. 
He had heard of some accident at the school^ 
and he called up his house, from the lumber- 
3rard, to make sure his little fat fairy and fire- 
man, as well as Nan and Bert, were all right. 

"Yes, they're home safe," said Mrs. Bobl>» 
sey. ''But there will be no school for a month.'* 

"Good !" exclaimed Daddy Bobbsey. "That 
will just suit me and the children, too. 1*11 
be home in a little while, and I have some won- 
derful news for them T' 

"Oh, I wonder what it can be!" exclaimed 
Nan, when her mother told her what Daddy 
Bobbsey had said. 



.CHAPTER VII 

bN A TRIP 

HThe Bobbsey twins could hardly wait for 
their daddy to come come home after their 
mother had told them what he said over the 
Ttelephone. 

"Tell me again, Mother, just what he told 
you!" begged Nan. 

"Well, he said he was just as glad as you 
children were, that there was to be no more 
school for a month," answered Mrs. Bobbsey. 
"Though, of course, he was sorry that the 
steam boiler had broken. And then he said 
he had some wonderful news to tell us all." 

"Oh, I know what it is !" cried Bert. 

"What?" asked Nan. 

"He's found the tramp that took Miss Pom- 
pret's dishes," went on Bert, "and he's got 
them back — daddy has — and he's going to get 
the hundred dollars I That's it !" 

"Oh, I hardly think so," said Mrs. Bobbsey, 
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with a smile. "I don't believe daddy has 
caught any tramp." 

"They do sometimes sleep in the lumber- 
yard," remarked Bert. 

"Yes, I know," agreed his mother. "But, 
even if daddy had caught a tramp, it would 
hardly be the same man who took Miss Pom- 
pret's rare pieces of china — ^the pitcher and 
sugar bowl. And if it had been anjrthing like 
that, daddy would have told me over the tele- 
phone." 

"But what could the wonderful news be?" 
asked Nan. 

"Something too long to talk about until he 
gets home, I think," answered Mother Bobb- 
sey. "Have patience, daddy will soon be 
here !" 

But of course the Bobbsey twins could not 
be patient any more than you could if you ex- 
pected something imusual. They looked at 
the clock, they ran to the door several times to 
look down the street to see if their father was 
coming, and, at last, when Nan had said for 
about the tenth time : "I wonder what it is !" 
a step sounded on the front porch. 
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"There's daddy now 1" cried Bert 

Eight feet rushed to the front door, and 
Mr. Bobbsey was ahnost overwhehned by the 
four twins leaping at him at once. 

'What is it?" cried Bert. 
Tell us the wonderful news !" begged Nan. 
Have you got another dog for us ?" Flossie 
3vanted to know. 

*'Did you bring me a new toy fire engine?" 
cried Freddie. 

"Maybe if s a goat !" exclaimed Flossie. 

"Now wait a minute! Wait a minute!" 
laughed Mr. Bobbsey, as he kissed each one 
in turn. "Sit down and I'll tell you all about 
it." 

He led them into the library, and sat down 
on a couch, taking Flossie and Freddie up on 
his knees, while Bert and Nan sat close oni 
either side. 

"Now first let me hear all about what hap- 
pened at school to-day," said Mr. Bobbsey, 
who had come home to dinner. 

"Oh, no !" laughed Nan. "We want to hear 
the wonderful news first!" 

"Oh, all right!" laughed her father. "Well, 
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then, how would you all like to go off oa a 
trip?" 

''A trip?" cried Bert "A real trip? To 
Florida?" 

"Well, hardly there again so soon," replied 
his father. 

"Do you mean a trip to some city?" asked 
Nan. 

"In a steamboat?" cried Freddie. "I want 
to go on a boat!" 

"Yes, I think perhaps we can go on a boat," 
said Mr. Bobbsey. 

"And in a train, too!" exclaimed Flossie. 
"I want to go on a train !" 

"And I suppose, if we take this trip, we'll 
have to go on a train, also," and Mr. Bobbsey 
looked over the heads of the children and 
smiled at his wife who stood in the doorway. 

"But you haven't told us yet where we are 
going," objected Nan. 

"Is it to New York ?" Bert wanted to know. 
Part of it is," his father replied. 
Oh, is it two trips ?" Nan asked. 

"Well, not exactly," answered Mr. Bobbsey. 
"You might say it has two parts to it, like a 
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puzzle. The first part is to go on a trip to 
New York, and from there we'll go on a trip 
to ril let you see if you can guess. Come 
on, Bert, your turn first." 

"To Uncle William's!" guessed Bert. 

"No," answered his father. "Your turn, 
Nan," 

"To Uncle Daniel's at Meadow Brook." 

"No," and her father smiled at her. 

"I know !" cried Freddie. "We're goin* on 
the houseboat." 

"Wrong!" said Mr. Bobbsey. "Now what 
does my little fat fairy have to say?'* 

"Are we going swimming?" asked Flossie, 
who loved to splash in the water. 

"Hardly!" laughed Daddy Bobbsey. "Ifs 
too cold. Well, none of you has guessed right, 
so I'll tell you. We're going to Washington 
to visit the Martin children who were here a 
while ago." 

"Oh, to Washington!" cried Nan. "How: 
nice !" 

"And shall we see Billy and Ndl?" Bert 
wanted to know. 

"Yes," his father answered, "that* s what 
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we'll do. I had a letter from Mr. Martin the 
other day, inviting us all to come to his house 
to pay him a visit," he went on. "I didn't know 
just when I could go, but to-day I got another 
letter from another man in Washington, say- 
ing he wanted to see me about some lumber 
business. I may have to stay a week or two, 
so I thought I would take the whole family 
with me, and make a regular visit of it." 

*WiIl you take us all ?" asCed Freddie. 

"Yes." 

"And Snap and Snoop an' an' ^" be- 
gan Flossie. 

"Well, hardly the dog and the cat," ex- 
plained her father. "Just mother, you four 
twins and I will go to Washington." 

"When can we start?" Nan asked. 

"As soon as your mother can get you ready," 
replied Mr. Bobbsey. 

I'm ready now," announced Freddie. 

^And shall we stop in New York?" Bert 
demanded. 

"Yes, for a day or so. And now what do 
you think of my news?" asked Mr. Bobbsey. 
It's just— wonderful P' cried Nan. "Oh, 
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Ive'U have such fun with Nell and Billy!" 

"And I want to see if I can drop a ball off 
Washington Monument," added Bert. 

"'Oh, you hadn't better try that/' his father, 
cautioned him. "You might hit some one. 
Well, then, it's all settled, and we'll go on the 
trip. How about it, Mother?" and he smiled 
at his wife. 

"I think it will be very nice to go," she an- 
swered. "I like Mr. Martin and his children 
very much, and I'm sure we'll like Mrs. Mar- 
tin too. It's fortunate that we can all go- 
that the children will not lose any schooling. 
For if all the classes stop, and the school is 
closed, they will all start evenly again when 
the boiler is fixed. So run along now, my 
twins, and get ready for lunch. Daddy and 
I have lots to talk about." 

And so did the Bobbsey twins, as you can 
easily imagine. 

If I told you all the things that happened 
in the next few days there would be but little 
else in this book except the story of getting 
ready for the journey. And as the trip itself 
is what you want to hear about, and especially 
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what happened on it, I'll skip the getting ready 
and go right on with the story. 

Trunks and valises were packed, Dinah and 
Sam were told what to do while the Bobbseys 
were away, and the children reminded the col- 
ored cook and her husband to be sure to feed 
Snap and Snoop plenty of things the dog and 
cat liked. 

"Oh, ril look after dem animiles all right, 
honey lamb!" said fat Dinah to Freddie. "I 
won't let 'em starve!" 

"And maybe I can get another dog in Washn 
ington," said Freddie. 

"And maybe I can find a cat!" added 
Flossie. 

"Fo' de land sakes! doan brung any mo* 
catses an' dogses around heah,'* begged Dinah. 

At last everything was in readiness. Mr. 
Bobbsey had written to Mr. Martin, telling o£ 
the coming of the Bobbsey twins to Washing- 
ton, after a short stay in New York. The 
children said good-bye to Dinah and Sam, as 
well as to Snap and Snoop, and then one day 
they were taken to the railroad station in the 
automobile. 
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"All aboard 1" cried the conductor, as the 
Bobbseys scrambled into the coach of the train 
that was to take them to New York. "AH 
aboard !" 

"Oh, isn't this fun?" cried Nan, as she set- 
tled herself in a seat with Bert. 

"Great!" he agreed. "I wonder what will 
happen before we get back." 

And it was going to be something very odd, 
J can tell you that much. 



CHAPTER VIII 



IN NEW YORK 



The Bobbsey twins had been to so many^ 
places, and had so often ridden in railroad 
trains, that this first part of their trip — ^jour- 
neying in the steam cars — ^was nothing new 
to them. They were quite like old travelers; 
at least Nan and Bert were. For Flossie and 
Freddie there was always sure to be something 
new and strange on such a long railroad 
trip. 

The two older twins had picked out a nice 
seat in the center of the car, and were com- 
fortably settled, Bert kindly letting Nan sit 
next to the window. 

"You may sit here after a while," Nan said 
to Bert. "We'll take turns." 

"That will be nice," replied Bert. 

But Flossie and Freddie were not so easily 
pleased. Each of the smaller twins wanted 
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to sit next to the window, and their father and 
mother knew that soon the little snub nosesi 
would be pressed close against the glass, and 
that the bright eyes would see everything that 
flashed by as the train speeded on. 

But the trouble was that there were not 
enough seats for Flossie and Freddie each 
to have one, and, for a moment, it looked as 
though there would be a storm, Freddie 
slipped into the only whole vacant seat and took 
his place next the window. 

**Oh, I want to sit there!" cried Flossie. 
"Mother, make Freddie give me that placet 
Please doT' 

"No ! I was first !" exclaimed the little boy, 
and this was true enough. 

"I want to look out the window and see the 
cows !" went on Flossie, and her voice sounded 
as though she might cry at any moment. "I 
want to see the cows !'* 

"And I want to see the horses," declared 
Freddie. "If I'm going to be a fireman Fve 
got to look at horses, haven't I ?" he asked his 
father. 

"Cows are better than horses !" half-sobbed 
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Flossie. "Mother, make Freddie let me sit 
where I can look out !" 

"Children! .Children! This isn't at all 
nice!" exclaimed Mrs. Bobbsey. "What shall 
I do?" she asked her husband in a low voice, 
for several of the passengers were looking at 
Flossie and Freddie, whose voices were rather 
loud. 

ril let Flossie have my place," offered Nan. 
I don't mind sitting in the outside seat. Here, 
Flossie, come over here and sit with Bert, and 
I'll sit with Freddie." 

'Thank you, very much, Nan," said her 
mother in a low voice. ''You are a good girl. 
I'm sure I don't know what makes Flossie and 
Freddie act so. They are usually pretty good 
on such a journey as this.'* 

But Nan did not have to give up her place 
at the window, for a gentleman in the seat 
across the aisle arose and said to Mr. Bobbsey 
with a smile : 

"Let your little girl take my seat near the 
window. I'm going into the smoking car, and 
I get off at the next station. I know how I 
liked to sit near a window, where I could see 
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the horses and cows, when I was a little boy." 
"Oh, thank you!" exclaimed Mr. Bobbsey. 
'That is very kind of you." 

So the change was made. Flossie had a 
seat near one window, and Freddie near an- 
other, and Mr. Bobbsey sat with his "little 
fireman," while Mrs. Bobbsey took the other 
half of the seat with the "little fat fairy." 
Nan and Bert were together, and so there was 
peace at last. On rushed the train taking the 
Bobbsey twins to New York; and from there: 
they were to go to Washington, where a 
strange adventure awaited them. 

Nothing very much happened during the 
first part of the journey. Of course, Flossie 
and Freddie wanted many drinks of water, as 
they always did, and for a time they kept Bert 
busy going to the end of the car to fill the 
drinking cup. But as it was winter and the 
weather was not warm, the little twins did 
not want quite as much water as they would 
have wanted had the traveling been done on 
a hot day in summer. And at last Flossie 
and Freddie seemed to have had enough. They 
sat looking out of the window and speaking 
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now and then of the many things they saw. 

"I counted ten horses," announced Freddie 
after a while. "They were mostly on the 
road. I didn't see many horses in the fields," 

"No, not very many horses are put out to 
graze in the fields in the winter, except per- 
haps on an extra warm day when there isn't 
any snow," said Mr. Bobbsey. 

"And I saw two-sixteen cows!" exclaimed 
Flossie. "I saw them in a barnyard. Two- 
sixteen cows." 

"There aren't so many cows as that ; is there, 
Daddy?" asked Freddie. 

"Well, perhaps not quite," agreed Mr. Bobb- 
sey with a smile. "But Flossie saw a few 
cows, for I noticed them myself." 

Then the smaller twins tried to count the 
telegraph poles and the trees that flashed past, 
and soon this made them rather drowsy. 
Flossie leaned back against her mother, and 
was soon sound asleep, while Freddie cuddled 
up in Daddy Bobbse/s arms and, in a little 
while, he, also, was in by-low land. 

Bert arid Nan took turns sitting next to the 
window, until the train boy came through with 
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some magazines, and then the older twins 
were each allowed to buy one, and this kept 
them busy, looking at the pictures and read- 
ing the stories. 

It was a rather long trip from Lakeport to 
New York, and it was evening when the train 
arrived in the big city. It was quite dark, and 
the smaller twins, at least, were tired and 
sleepy. But they roused up when they saw 
the crowds in the big station, and noticed the 
bright lights. 

"I'm hungry, too!" exclaimed Freddie. "I 
want some supper. Oh, dear, I wish Dinah 
was here!" 

"So do I!" added Flossie. "I guess my 
cat Snoop is having a good supper now." 

"And I guess my dog Snap is, too!" went 
on Freddie. "Why can't we have supper?" 
he asked of his father, and several of the pas- 
sengers, hurrying through the big station, 
turned to laugh at the chuby little fellow, who 
spoke very loud. 

"We'll soon have supper, little fireman," 
said Mr. Bobbsey. "We might have eaten on 
the train, but I thought it best to wait until 
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we reached our hotel, where we shall stay all 
night." 

"How long are we going to be in New. 
York?" asked Nan. 

"Two or three days," her father replied. 
"I have some business to look after here. We 
may stay three days." 

"That'll be fun !" exclaimed Bert. "There's 
a lot of things I want to see, and we didn't 
have time when we were here before." 

The twins had been in New York before, 
as those of you know who have read the book 
called "The Bobbsey Twins In a Great City." 

The hotel was soon reached, and, after be- 
ing washed and freshened up in the bathroom 
of their apartment, the Bobbsey twins and 
their father and mother were ready to go 
down to supper. And not all the bright lights, 
nor the music which played all during the 
meal, could stop Flossie and Freddie from eat-* 
ing, nor Bert and Nan, either. The twins were 
very hungry. 

The next day Mrs. Bobbsey took Nan and 
Flossie shopping with her, while Mr. Bobbsey 
took Bert and Freddie down town with him, 
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as the lumber merchant had to see some men 
on business, and he knew the two boys could 
wait in the different offices while he talked with 
his men friends. 

"We will meet you in the Woolworth Build- 
ing," said Mr. Bobbsey to his wife. "You 
bring Flossie and Nan there, and after we go 
up in the high tower we'll have lunch, and then 
go to the Bronx Park to see the animals. 

"Oh, that will be fun!'* cried Freddie. "I 
want to see a bear — ^two bears !'* 

"And I want to see ten-fifteen monkeys!" 
cried Flossie. 

**Well, I hope you all get your wishes!" 
laughed Mother Bobbsey. 

In one of the downtown offices where he had 
to stop to see a man, Mr. Bobbsey was kept 
rather a long time talking business, and Fred- 
die and Bert got tired, or at least Freddie did. 
Bert was so interested in looking out of the 
high window at the crowds in the streets be- 
low, that he did not much care how long his 
father stayeS. But Freddie wandered alx)ut 
^e outer office, looking at the tjrpewriter which 
% ipretty jgirl was working so fast that, Bert 
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said afterward, you could hardly see her fin- 
gers fly over tHe keys. The girl was too busy 
to pay much attention to what Freddie did un- 
til, all of a sudden, she looked down at the floor 
and exclaimed : 

"Oh, it's raining in here! Or else a water 
pipe has burst !" She pointed to a little puddle 
of water that had formed under her desk, while 
another stream was running over the office 
floor. 

"Why, it isn't raining!" declared Bert, for 
the sun was shining outside. "It can't be !" 

"Then where did the water come from?" 
asked the girl. 

"I — I guess I made it come!" confessed 
Freddie, walking out of a comer. "I got a 
drink from the water tank, but now I can't shut 
off the handle, and the water's comin' out as fast 
as anything !" 

"Oh, my!" cried the girl, jumping up with 
a laugh, "I must shut it off before we have a 
flood here !" 

"Freddie ! what made you do it ?" asked Bert. 

"I couldn't help being thirsty, could I ?" 
asked the little boy. "And it wasn't my fault 
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the handle got stuck ! I didn't know so mudi 
water would come out !" 

And I suppose it really wasn't his fault. The 
girl soon shut off the water at the faucet, and a 
janitor mopped up the puddle on the floor, so 
that when Mr. Bobbsey came out with his 
friend from the inner office, everything was all 
right again. And the business man only laughed 
when he heard what Freddie had done. 

"Now we'll go to the Woolworth Building," 
said Mr. Bobbsey to Freddie and Bert, as they 
went out on Broadway. "I think mother and 
the girls will be there waiting for us, as I stayed 
talking business longer than I meant to." 

And, surely enough, Mrs. Bobbsey, Nan, and 
Flossie were waiting in the lobby of the big 
Woolworth Building when Mr. Bobbsey came 
up with the two boys. This building is the 
tallest one in the world used for business, and 
from the top of the golden tower one can look 
for miles and miles, across New York Bay, up 
toward the Bronx, over to Brooklyn and can 
see towns in New Jersey. 

"We'll go up in the tower and have a view," 
said Mr. Bobbsey, "and then we'll get lunch 
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and go to the Bronx, where the animals are. 

They entered one of the many elevators, 
with a number of other persons who also 
wanted to go to the Woolworth tower, and, 
in a moment, the sliding doors were closed. 

"Oh !" suddenly exclaimed Nan. 

And Flossie, Freddie and Bert all said the 
same thing, while Mrs. Bobbsey clasped her 
husband's arm and looked rather queer. 

"What's the matter?" asked her husband. 

"Why, we're going up so fast!" exclaimed 
the children's mother. "It makes me feel 
queer !" 

"This is an express elevator," said Mr. 
Bobbsey. "There are so many floors in this 
tall building that if an elevator went slowly, 
and stopped at each one, it would take too long 
to get to the top. So they have some express 
elevators, that start at the bottom floor, and 
don't stop until they get to floor thirty, or 
some such number as that." 

"Are there thirty floors to this building?" 
asked Bert, as the elevator car, like a big cage 
in a tunnel standing on end, rushed up. 

"Yes, and more," his father answered. 
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"I like to ride fast/' said Freddie. "I wish 
we had an elevator like this at home." 

They had to take another, and smaller ele- 
vator, that did not go so fast, to get to the 
very top of the tower, and from there the view 
was so wonderful that it almost took away 
the breath of the Bobbsey twins. 

"My, this is high up!" exclaimed Bert, as 
he looked over the edge of the railing, and 
down at the people in the streets below, who 
seemed like ants crawling around. 

"Well, I guess we'd better be going now," 
said Mr. Bobbsey, after a bit. "Come, chil- 
dren! Nan — Bert — Flossie-p-Why, where is 
Freddie ?" he asked, looking around. 

"Isn't he here?" cried Mrs. Bobbsey, her 
face turning white. 

"I don't see him," went on Mr. Bobbsey. 
"He must have gone inside." But Freddie 
was not there, nor was he anywhere on the 
outside platform that surrounded the topmost 
peak of the tall building. 

"Oh, where is he? What has happened to 
Freddie ?" cried his mother. "If he h^s fallen ! 
Freddie!" 



CHAPTER IX 

WASHINGTON AT LAST 

The startled cries of Mrs. Bobbsey alarmed 
a number of other women on the tower plat- 
form, and some one asked: 

n)id your little boy fall off?" 

''I don't know what happened to him !" said 
Mrs. Bobbsey, who was now almost crying. 
"He was here a moment ago, and now he's 
gone !" 

"He couldn't have fallen off!" exclaimed 
Mr. Bobbsey. "Some one would have seen him. 
I think he must have gone down by himself in 
the little elevator. I'll ask the man." 

The elevator, just then, was at the bottom 
of the tower, but it was soon on its way up, 
and Mrs. Bobbsey fairly rushed at the man 
as he opened the door. 

"Where is my little boy? Oh, have you 
seen my little boy ?" she cried. 
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"Well, I don't know, lady," answered the 
elevator man. ^'What sort of little boy was 
he?" 

*'He has blue eyes and light hair and ** 

"Let me explain," Mr. Bobbsey spoke 
quietly. "My little boy, Freddie, was out on; 
the tower platform with us looking at the 
view, a few minutes ago, and now we can't 
find him. We thought perhaps he slipped in 
here by himself and rode down with you." 

"Well, he might have slipped into my ele- 
vator when I wasn't looking," answered the 
man. "I took two or three little boys down 
on the last load, but I didn't notice any one 
in particular. Better get in and ride to the 
ground floor. Maybe the superintendent or 
the head elevator man can tell you better than 
I. Get in and ride down with me." 

"Oh, yes, and please hurry!" begged Mrs. 
Bobbsey. "Oh, what can have happened to 
Freddie?" 

"I think you'll find him all right," said the 
elevator man. "No accident has happened or 
I'd have heard of it." 

"Yes; don't worry!" advised Mr. Bobbsey^ 
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But Mrs. Bobbsey could not help worry- 
ing, and Nan, Bert and Flossie were very much 
frightened. They were almost crying. Even 
though the Bobbseys got in an express eleva- 
tor after getting out of the small, tower one, 
it could not go down fast enough to suit 
Freddie's mother. When the ground floor was 
reached she was the first to rush out. 

One look around the big corridor of the 
rWoolworth Building showed Mrs. Bobbsey 
that something had happened over near one 
of the elevators. There was a crowd there, 
and, for a moment, she was very much fright- 
ened. But the next second she saw Freddie 
himself, with a crowd of men around him, 
and they were all laughing. 

"Oh, Freddie 1 where did you go and what 
have you been doing?'* cried his frightened 
mother as she caught him up in her arms. 

*TVe been having rides in the elevator," an- 
nounced the small boy. "And it went as fast 
as an3rthingl I rode up and down lots of 
times !" 

"Yes, that's what he did," said the elevator 
man, with a laugh. "I didn't pay much atten- 
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tion to him at first, but when I saw that he 
was staying in my car trip after trip, I asked 
him at what floor he wanted to get out. He 
said he didn't want to get out at all — that he 
liked me, and liked to stay in and ride !" 

And at this the crowd laughed again. 

"And is that what you have been doing, 
Freddie — riding up and down in the eleva- 
tor?" asked Mr. Bobbsey. 

"Yes, and I liked it!" exclaimed Freddie. 
"I wished Flossie was with me." 

"I'm here now!" said the "little fat fairy,'', 
laughing. "I can ride with you now, Freddie.'* 

"No! There has been enough of riding,'^ 
said Mrs. Bobbsey. "And you gave me a bad 
fright, Freddie. Why did you wander away?" 

" 'Cause I liked an elevator ride better than 
staying up so high where the wind blew," ex- 
plained the little fellow. 

And when they asked him more about it 
he said he had just slipped away from them 
while they were on the tower platform, gone 
back into the room and ridden down in the 
elevator with the other passengers. No one 
realized that Freddie was traveling all by him- 
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self, the elevator man thinking the blue-eyed 
and golden-haired boy was with a lady who 
had two other children by the hands. 

Freddie rode to the ground floor, and then 
he just stayed in the express elevator, riding 
up and down and having a great time, until 
the second elevator man began to question him. 

*'Well, don't ever do it again," said Mr. 
Bobbsey, and Freddie promised that he would 
not. 

After this there was a lunch, and then they 
all went up to Bronx Park, traveling in the 
subway, or the underground railway, which 
seems strange to so many visitors to New 
York. But the Bobbsey twins had traveled 
that way before, so they did not think it very 
odd. 

"It's just like a big, long tunnel," said Bert, 
and so the subway is. 

The /Bronx Park is not such a nice place to 
visit in winter as it is in summer, but the chil- 
dren enjoyed it, and they spent some time in 
the elephant house, watching the big animals. 
There was also a hippopotamus there, and oh ! 
what a big mouth he had* The keeper went 
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in between the bars of the hippo's cage, with 
a pail full of bran mash, and cried; 

"Open your mouth, boy!" 

"Oh, look !" cried Bert. 

And, as they looked, the hippopotamus 
opened his great, big red jaws as wide as he 
could, and the man just turned the whole pail 
full of soft bran into the hippo's mouth! 

"Oh, what a big bite!" cried Freddie, and 
every one laughed. 

"Does he always eaf that way?" asked Mrs. 
Bobbsey of the keeper. 

"Well, I generally feed him that way when 
there are visitors here," was the answer. "The 
children like to see the big red mouth open 
wide. And here's something else he does." 

After the hippo, which is a short name for 
hippopotamus, had swallowed the pail full of 
bran mash, the keeper took up a loaf of bread 
from a box which seemed to have enough 
loaves in it for a small bakery, and cried : 
"Open again, old fellow!" 

Wide open went the big mouth, and right 
into it the man tossed a whole loaf of bread. 
And the hippo closed his jaws and began chew- 
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ing the whole loaf of bread as though it were 
only a single bite. 

"Oh my!" cried Freddie and Flossie, and 
Freddie added : "If he came to a party you'd 
have to make an awful lot of sandwiches!" 

"I should say so !" laughed the keeper. "One 
sandwich would hardly fill his hollow tooth, i£ 
he had one." 

The children spent some little time in the 
Bronx Park, and enjoyed every moment They 
liked to watch the funny monkeys, and see the 
buffaloes, which stayed outdoors even though 
it was quite cold. 

The Bobbsey twins spent four days in New 
York, and every day was a delight to them. 
They had many other little adventures, but 
none quite so "scary^' as the one where Freddie 
slipped away to ride in the elevator. 

Finally, Mr. Bobbse/s business was fm- 
ished, and one evening he said: 

"To-morrow we go to Washington." 

"Hurray!" exclaimed Bert. "Then I can 
see Billy Martin." 

"And I can see Nell. I like her very much,"' 
added Nan. 
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"And I'm going to see the big monument !" 
cried Freddie. 

Early the next morning the Bobbsey family 
took a train at the big Pennsylvania Station 
to go to Washington. Nothing very strange 
happened on that trip except that a lady in the 
same car where the twins rode had a beauti- 
ful little white dog, and Flossie and Freddie 
made friends with it at once, and had lots of 
fun playing with the animal. 

" WashingtcMi ! Washington!" called the 
trainman, after a ride of about five hours. "All 
out for Washington !" 

"Here at last, and I am glad of it," sighed 
Mrs. Bobbsey. "I shall be glad to have supper 
at the hotel and get to bed. I am tired !" 

But the children did not seem to be tired. 
They had enjoyed every moment of the trip. 
In an automobile they rode to their hotel, and 
soon were in their rooms, for Mr. Bobbsey 
had engaged three with a nice bath. He had 
decided it would be best to stay at a hotel 
rather than at the Martins' house, because 
there were so many Bobbseys; but they ex- 
pected to visit their friends very often. 
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It was evening when the Bobbsey's arrived 
in Washington, and too late to go sight-see- 
ing. But on the way to the hotel in the auto- 
mobile they had passed the Capitol, with the 
wonderful lights showing on the dome, making 
it look as though it had taken a bath in moon- 
beams. 

"Oh, it's just lovely here V^ exclaimed Nan, 
with a happy little sigh as they went down to 
supper, or "dinner" as it is generally called, 
even though it is eaten at night. 

"Scrumptious!" agreed Bert. 

The Bobbsey family had a little table all 
to themselves at one side of the room, and a 
waiter came up to serve them, Mr. Bobbsey 
giving the order. 

Nan and Bert and Flossie and Freddie 
looked about. It was not the first time they 
had stopped at a big hotel, but there was al- 
ways something new and strange and interest- 
ing to be seen. 

Bert, who had been gazing about the room, 
began to look at the dishes, knives and forks 
the waiter was putting on the table. Suddenly 
the dark-haired boy took hold of the sugar; 
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bowl and turned it over, spilling out all jflie 
lumps. 

''Why Bertl you shouldn't do that," ex- 
claimed his father. 

"I want to see what's on the )tK>ttom of this 
Ix)wl," Bert said. *'It looks just like the one 
Miss Pompret lost, and if it's the same I'll get 
a hundred dollars 1 Oh, look, it is the same! 
Nan, I've found hei: lost sugar JjQwll" cried 
Bert 



CHAPTER X 

LOST 

Several persons, dining at different tables, 
looked over to the one where the Bobbseys 
were. They smiled as they heard Bert's excited 
voice and saw him with the empty, overturned 
sugar bowl in his hand. 

"Yes, this is the very one Miss Pompret 
lost!" Bert went on. "If we can only find 
the milk pitcher now we'll have both pieces 
and we can get the reward. Look at the 
pitcher, Nan, and see if it's got the dog — X 
mean the lion — on as this has." 

"Don't dare turn over the milk !" cried Mrs, 
Bobbsey, as Nan reached for the pitcher, 
"Spilling the sugar was bad enough. Bert, 
how could you?" 

"But, Mother, that's the only way I could 

tell if it was Miss Pompret's!" said the boy, 

while Flossie and Freddie looked curiously at 
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the heap of square lumps of sugar where Bert 
had emptied them in the middle of the table. 

"Let me see that bowl, Bert," said Mr.v 
Bobbsey a bit sternly. "I think you are mak- 
ing a big mistake. This isn't at all like the 
kind of china Miss Pompret has. Hers is 
much finer and thinner." 

"But this has got a lion on the bottom, and 
it's in a circle just like the lion on Miss Pom- 
pret's dishes !" said Bert, as he passed Ac bowl 
to his father. 

"Are the letters there— the letters 'J. W.' ?" 
Nan asked eagerly. 

"I don't see them," said Bert. "But the 
lion is there. Maybe the letters rubbed off, 
or maybe the tramp scratched 'em off." 

"No, Bert," and Mr. Bobbsey shook his 
head, "this sugar bowl has a lion marked on 
the bottom, it is true, but it isn't the same kind 
that is on Miss Pompret's fine china. This 
tableware is made in Trenton, New Jersey, 
and it is new — it isn't as old as that Miss Pom- 
pret showed you. Now please pick up the 
sugar, and don't act so quickly again." 

"Well, it looked just like her sugar bowl," 
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said Bert, as he began putting the square 
lumps back where they belonged. A smiling 
waiter saw what had happened, and came up 
with a sort of silver shovel, finishing what 
Bert had started to do. 

"Wouldn't it have been great if we had 
really found her milk pitcher and sugar bowl ?'* 
asked Nan. "If we had the hundred dollars 
we could buy lots of things in Washington/' 
Don't count on it," advised Mrs. Bobbsey. 
You will probaSly never see or hear of Miss 
Pompret's missing china. But I'm glad Bert 
overturned the sugar bowl and not the milk 
pitcher searching for the lion mark." 

"Oh, I wouldn't upset the milk !" exclaimed 
Bert with a laugh. "I knew the sugar wouldn't 
hurt the tablecloth." 

So that incident passed, much to the amuse- 
ment of the other hotel guests, and, really, no 
great harm was done, for the sugar was easily 
put back in the bowl. Then dinner was served, 
and for a time the Bobbsey twins did not talk 
very much. They were too busy with their 
knives, forks and spoons. 

Bert wanted to go out and take a look at 
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the Capitol by night, to see the searchlights 
that were arranged to cast their glow up on the 
dome from the outside. Nan, also, said she 
would like to take a little walk, and as Mrs. 
Bobbsey was tired she said she would stay in 
with Flossie and Freddie. 

So it was arranged, and Mr. Bobbsey took 
the two older children out of the hotel. It was 
still early evening, and the streets were filled 
with persons, some on foot, some in carriages, 
and many in automobiles. 

It was not far from the hotel where the 
Bobbseys were staying to the Capitol, and sooa 
Bert and Nan, with their father, were stand- 
ing in front of the beautiful structure, with its 
long flight of broad steps leading up to the 
main floor. 

*'It's just like the picture in my geography!" 
exclaimed Nan, as she stood looking at it. 

*'But the picture in your book isn't lighted 
up," objected Bert. 

"Well, no," admitted Nan. 

*'The lights have not been in place very 
long," explained Mr. Bobbsey. "Very likely 
the picture in Nan's book was made before 
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some one thought of putting search lamps on 
the dome/' 

"Could we go inside ?" Bert wanted to know. 
"I'd like to see where the President lives." 

"He doesn't live in the Capitol/' explained 
Nan. "He lives in the White House; doesn't 
he Daddy? Our history class had to learn 
that." 

"Yes, the White House is the home of the 
President/' said Mr. Bobbsey. "But we could 
go inside the Capitol for a few minutes I 
guess. The senators and congressmen are hav- 
ing a night session." 

"What for?" asked Nan. "Do they have to 
work at night?" 

"Sometimes/' 

"They don't work," declared Bert. "They 
just talk. I know, 'cause I heard Mr. Perkins 
say so down in our post-office at home one 
day. He said all the senators and congress- 
men did was talk and talk and talk !" 

"Well, they do talk a lot!" laughed Bert's 
father, "But that is one of the ways in which 
they work. Now we'll go inside for a little 
while." 
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In spite of the fact that it was night the 
Capitol was a busy place. Later Mr. Bobbsey 
learned that the senators and congressmen 
were meeting at night in order to finish a lot 
of work so they could the sooner end the ses- 
sion — "adjourn/* as it is called. 

Bert and Nan walked around the tiled corri- 
dors. They saw men hurrying here and there, 
messenger boys rushing to and fro, and many 
visitors like themselves. 

The children looked at the pictures and 
statues of the great men who had had a part; 
in the making of United States history, but, 
naturally, Nan and Bert did not care very 
much for this. 

"It isn't any fun I" exclaimed Bert. "Can't 
we go in and hear 'em talk and talk and talk, 
like Mr. Perkins said they did?" 

"We'll go in and hear the senators and con- 
gressmen debate, or talk, as you call it, some 
other time," said Mr. Bobbsey. "We mustn't 
stay too late now on account of having left 
mother and Freddie and Flossie at the hotel. 
I think you've seen enough for the first even- 
mg." 
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So, after another little trip about the corri- 
dors, Bert and Nan followed their father out- 
side and down the flight of broad steps. 

"Say, this would be a great place to slide 
down with a sled if there was any ice or 
snow!" exclaimed Bert. 

"They wouldn't let him, would they, Dad- 
dy?" asked Nan. 

'Hardly," answered her father. 
'Well, I can have fun some other way," 
Bert said. "I wish I could find Miss Pom- 
pret's dishes and get the hundred dollars." 

"So do I !" sighed Nan. 

But their father shook his head and told 
them not to hope or think too much about such 
a slim chance as that. 

Flossie and Freddie were in bed and asleep 
when Mr. Bobbsey and Bert and Nan reached 
the hotel again, and, after a little talk with 
their mother, telling her what they had seen, 
the two older Bobbsey twins "turned in," as 
Bert called it, having used this expression 
when camping on Blueberry Island, and taking 
the voyage on the deep, blue sea. 

Because they were rather tired from their 
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trip, none of the Bobbseys arose very early 
the next morning. 

"It's a real treat to me to be able to He in 
bed one morning as long as I like/' said Mrs. 
Bobbsey, with a happy sigh as Flossie crept 
in with her. "And I don't have to think 
whether or not Dinah will have breakfast on 
time. I'm having as much fun out of this trip 
as the children are," she told her husband. 

"I am glad you are, my dear," he said. "I'll 
be able to go around with you a little to-day, 
but after that, for about a week, I shall be quite 
busy with Mr. Martin. But Mrs. Martin and 
Nell and Billy will go around with you and 
the children." 

"When are we going to see Billy and Nell ?" 
asked Bert, at the breakfast table. 

"To-day," answered his father. "I tele- 
phoned Mr. Martin last night that we had ar- 
rived, and they expect us to lunch there to- 
day. But first I thought I'd take the children 
into the Congressional Library building. It 
is very wonderful and beautiful. 

And it certainly was, as the children saw 
a little later, when their father led them up 
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the troad steps. tThe library building was 
across a sort of park, or plaza, from the Cap- 
itol. 

"We will just look around a little here, and 
then go on to Mr. Martin's/' said Mr. Bobb- 
sey. "It takes longer than an hour to see all 
the beautiful and wonderful pictures an4 
statues here.*' 

Mrs. Bobbsey was very much interested in 
the library, but I can not say as much for 
Flossie and Freddie, though Nan and Bert 
liked it But the two smaller Bobbsey twins 
were anxious to get outdoors and "go some- 
where." 

"Well, we'll go now," said Mr. Bobbsey, 
when he and his wife had spent some little 
time admiring the decorations. "Come, Fred- 
die. Where's Flossie?" he asked, as he looked 
aroimd and did not see his "little fat fairy." 

"She was here a little while ago," replied 
Nan. "I saw her with Freddie." 

Where did Flossie go, Freddie-boy?" 
asked his mother. 

"Up there!" and the little daaip pointed to 
a broad flight of stone steps. 
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*'0h, she has wandered away," said Mrs. 
Bobbsey. 

*'I'll run up and get her !" offered Mr. Bobl> 
sey. Up the stairs he hurried, but he came 
back in a little while with a queer look on his 
face. "I can't find her,'* he said. 

"Oh, Flossie's lost!'' cried Freddie. "Oh, 
maybe she failed down stairs and got lost ! 
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Really it was nothing new for one of the 
Bpbbsey twins to become lost — especially the 
younger set, Flossie and Freddie. Some years 
before, when they were younger, it had often 
happened to Nan and Bert, but they were now 
old enough, and large enough, to look after 
themselves pretty well. But Flossie or Fred- 
die, and sometimes both of them, were often 
missing, especially when the family went to 
some new place where there were strange ob- 
jects to see, as was now the case in the Con- 
gressional Library. 

''Where do you suppose Flossie could have 
gone?" asked Mrs. Bobbsey, as she glanced 
around the big rotunda in which they stood 
with some other visitors who had come to the 
city of Washington. 

*1'11 have to ask some of the men who are 
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in charge of this building/' replied Daddy 
Bobbsey. "Are you sure you saw Flossie go 
up those stairs, Freddie?" he asked the little 
fireman. 

"Well, she maybe went up, or she maybe 
went down/* answered the boy. "I was lookin* 
at the pishures on the wall, and Flossie was 
by me. And then — ^well, she wasn't by me/* 
he added, as if that explained it all. "But I 
saw a little girl go up the stairs and I thought 
maybe it was Flossie.'* 

"But why didn't you tell mother, dear?" 
asked Mrs. Bobbsey. "If you had called to 
me when you saw Flossie going away I could 
have brought her back before she got lost. 
Why didn't you tell me that Flossie was go^ 
ing away?" 

'Cause," answered Freddie. 
'Because why ?" his father wanted to know. 
'Cause I thought maybe Flossie wanted to 
slide down a banister of the stairs and maybe 
you wouldn't let her, and I wanted to see if 
she could slide down and then I could slide 
down too!" 

"Well, diafs a funny excuse I" exclaimed 
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Mr, Bobbsey. "I don't believe Flossie would 
slide down any banister here. But she has 
certainly wandered away, and we'll have to 
find her. You stay here with the children, 
so I'll know where to find you," Mr. Bobbsey 
said to his wife. "I'll go to look for Flossie." 

"I want to come !" exclaimed Nan. 

"No, you had better stay with mother," her 
father told her. "But I will take Bert along. 
He can take a message for me in case I have 
to send one. Come along !" he called to Nan's 
brother. 

"All right, Daddy," answered Bert 

Up the big stone stairs went Daddy Bobl>> 
sey and Bert. Mrs. Bobbsey, with a worried 
look on her face, remained in the big rotunda 
with Nan and Freddie. The two children 
were worried too. 

^Do you s'pose Flossie is hurt?" asked Nan. 
'Oh, no, I don't believe so," and Mrs. Bobb- 
sey tried to speak easily. "She has just gone 
into some room, or down some long hall, and 
lost her way, I think. You see there are so 
many rooms and halls in this building that 
it would be easy for even daddy or me to be 
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lost But your father will soon find Flossie 
and bring her back to us." 

♦'But if they don't find her, Mamma?'' 

"Oh, they'll be sure to do that, Nan. There 
is nobody arotmd this building who would hurt 
our little Flossie." 

"What an awful big building it is," remarkecl 
Nan. "And just think of the thousands and 
thousands of books ! Why, I didn't know there 
were so many books in the whole world ! Mam- 
ma, do you suppose any of the people down 
here read all these books?" 

"Hardly, Nan. They wouldn't have time 
enough to do that." 

And now we shall see what happens to Mr. 
Bobbsey and Bert. Flossie's father decided 
to try upstairs first, as Freddie seemed to 
think that was the way his little sister had 
gone. 

"Of course, he isn't very sure about it," said 
Mr. Bobbsey to Bert; "but we may as well 
start one way as the othen If she isn't up- 
stairs she must be down. Now we'll look 
around and ask questions." 

They did this, inquiring of every one they 
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met whether a little blue-eyed and flaxen- 
haired child had been seen wandering about. 
Some whom Mr. Bobbsey questioned were vis-* 
itors, like himself, and others were men who 
worked in the big library. But, for a time, 
one and all gave the same answer; they had 
not seen Flossie. 

Along the halls and into the different rooms 
went Mr. Bobbsey and Bert. But no Flossie 
could they find until, at last, they approached 
a very large room where a man with very 
white hair sat at a desk. The door of this 
room was open, and there were many books 
in cases around the walls. 

''Excuse me," said Mr. Bobbsey to the eld- 
erly gentleman who looked up with a smile 
as Flossie's father and Bert entered the room. 
''Excuse me for disturbing you ; but have you 
seen an3^hing of a little girl ^^ 

"Did she have blue eyes?'' asked the old 
man. 

"Yes!" eagerly answered Mr. Bobbsey. 

"And did she have light hair?" 

"Oh, yes! Have you seen her?" 

Softly the man arose from his dcsK and 
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tiptoed over to a folding screen. He moved 
this to one side, and there, on a leather couch 
and covered by an office coat, was Flossie 
Bobbsey, fast asleep. 

"Oh! Oh!" exclaimed Bert 

"Hush!" said the old man softly. "Don't 
awaken her. When she arouses I'll tell you 
how she came in here. It's quite a joke!" 

"You stay here, Bert," said Mr. Bobbsey 
to his son, "and I'll go and get your mother. 
Nan and Freddie. I want them to see how 
cute Flossie looks. They'll be glad to know 
yit have found her." 

So while Bert sat in a chair in the old man's 
office Mr. Bobbsey hurried to tell his wife 
and the others the good news. And soon Mrs. 
Bobbsey and the rest of the children were peep- 
ing at Flossie as she lay asleep. 

And then, suddenly, as they were all look- 
ing down at her, the little girl opened her eyes. 
She saw her mother and father; she saw Nan 
and Bert and Freddie ; and then she looked at 
the kind old man with the white hair. 

"Did you find a story book for me?" were 
the first words Flossie said. 
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"Well, Tm afraid not, my dear," was the 
old man's answer. "We don^t have story 
books for little girls up here, though there may 
be some downstairs." 

"Is that what she came in here for — ^a story 
book?" asked Mr. Bobbsey. 

"I believe it was," answered the old man, 
with a smile. "I was busy at my desk when I 
heard the patter of little feet and a little girl's 
voice asking me for a story book. I looked 
around, and there stood your little one. I 
guessed, at once, that she must have wandered 
away from some visitors in the library, so I 
gave her a cake I happened to have in my lunch 
box, and got her to lie down on the sofa, as 
I saw she was tired. Then she fell asleep^ 
and I covered her up and put the screen around 
her. I knew some one would come for her." 

"Thank you, so much!" exclaimed Mrs. 
Bobbsey. "But, Flossie, how did you happen 
to come up here?" 

"Oh, I wanted a story book," explained the 
little girl, as she sat up. "We have story books 
in our library, an' there ought to be story books 
here. I looked in this room an' I saw a lot 



122 THE BOBBSEY TWINS IN WASHINGTON 

of books, so I did ask for one with a story in 
it. I like a story about pigs an' bears an' — 
an' everything!" finished Flossie. 

"Well, I wish I had that kind of story book 
for you, but I haven't !" laughed the old man. 

"All my books are very dull, indeed, for 
children, though when you grow up you may 
like to read them," and he waved his hand at 
the many books in the room. 

So Flossie was lost and found again. The 
old man was one of the librarians, and he had 
taken good care of the little girl until her fam- 
ily came for her. After thanking him, Mr. 
and Mrs. Bobbsey led their twins downstairs 
and Mr. Bobbsey said: 

"Well, I think we have have seen enough 
of the library for a time. We had better go 
and see the Martins." 

"Oh, yes !" cried Bert. "Billy said he'd take 
me to see the President." 

"And I want to go, too !" added Nan. 

"We'll see!" half promised her mother. 

In an automobile the Bobbsey family rode 
to where the Martin family lived. And you 
can well believe that Billy and Nell were glad 



€1 



THE PRESIDENT 123 

to see the Bobbsey twins once more. Mrs. 
Martin welcomed Mrs. Bobbsey, and soon 
there was a happy reunion. Mr. Martin was 
at his office, and Mr. Bobbsey said he would 
go down there to see him. 

"Then couldn't we go out and see the Presi- 
dent while mother stays here and visits witht 
Mrs. Martin?" asked Nan, "Nell and Billy 
:will go with us." 

I think they might go," said Mrs. Martin. 
Billy and Nell know their way to the White 
House very well, as they often go. It isn't 
far from here." 

"Well, I suppose they may go," said Mfs. 
Bobbsey slowly. 

"And I want to go, too!" exclaimed Frad- 
die. "I want to see the dent." 

"It isn't a dent — it's President — ^the head 
of the United States !" explained Bert. "Our 
teacher told us about him, and she said if ever 
I came to Washington I ought to sec the Presi- 
dent." 

"I want to sec him too," cried Flossie 

"Let all tic children go!" said Mrs. Mar- 
tin. "rU oend cttc of waj maids to walk along 
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svith them to make sure that they keep to- 
gether. It is a nice day, and they may catch 
a glimpse of the President He often goes for 
a drive from the White House arotmd Wash- 
ington about this time." 

"Well, I suppose it will be a little treat for 
them/' said Mrs. Bobbsey. 

"Oh, goodie !" shouted Freddie. 

So, a little later, the Bobbsey twins, with 
Nell and Billy Martin and one of the Martin 
maids, were walking toward the White House., 

"There it is!" exclaimed Billy to Bert, as 
they turned the comer and came within view 
of the Executive Mansion, as it is often called. 

"Oh, it is white!" cried Nan. 

"Just like the pictures!" added Bert. 

"It's got a big iron fence around," observed 
Freddie. "Is that so the President can't get 
out?" 

"No, I guess it's so no imwanted people can 
get in," answered Nell. 

The children and the maid walked down the 
street and looked through the iron fence into 
the big grounds, green even now though it was 
early winter. And in the midst of a great 
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lawn stood the White House — ^the home of the 
President of the United States. 

Suddenly two big iron gates were swung 
open. Several policemen began walking, 
toward them from the lawn and some from 
the street outside. 

"What's the matter?" asked Bert "Is there 
afire?" 

"The President is coming out in his car- 
riage," said Billy. "If we stand here we can 
see him 1 Look 1 Here comes the President I" 



CHAPTER XII 

WASHINGTON MONUMENT 

Down the White House driveway rolled the 
carriage, drawn by the prancing horses. It 
was coming toward the iron gate near which, 
on the sidewalk, stood the Bobbsey twins, with 
their new friends, Billy and Nell Martin. 

On the front seat of the carriage, which was 
an open one, in spite of the fact that the day 
was cool, though not very cold, sat two men. 
One drove the horses and the other sat up very 
straight and still. 

"I should think he'd have an automobile," 
remarked Bert. 

*'He has,'' answered Billy. "He has an 
auto— two of 'em, I guess. But lots of times 
he rides around Washington in a carriage just 
as he's doing now." 

"That's right," chimed in Nell. "Some- 
times we see the President and his wife in a 
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carriage, like now, and sometimes in a big 
auto." 

"By this time the carriage, containing the 
President of the United States, was passing 
through the gate. A crowd of curious per- 
sons, who had seen what was going on, as had 
the Bobbsey twins, came hurrying up to catch 
a glimpse of the head of the nation. The po- 
lice officers and the men from the White 
House ground kept the crowd from ccMning 
too close to the President's carriage. 

The Chief Executive, as he is often called, 
saw the crowd of people waiting to watch him 
pass. Some of the ladies in the crowd waved 
their hands, and others their handkerchiefs, 
while the men raised their hats. 

Billy put his hand to his cap, saluting as the 
soldiers do, and Bert, seeing this, did the same 
thing. Nell and Nan, being girls, were not, of 
course, expected to salute. As for Flossie and 
Freddie they were too small to do anything 
but just stare with all their eyes. 

As the President's carriage drove along he 
smiled, bowed, and raised his hat to those who 
stood there to greet him. The President's wife 
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also smiled and bowed. And then something 
in the eager faces of the Bobbsey twins and 
their friends, Nell and Billy, attracted the no- 
tice of the President's wife. 

She smiled at the eager, happy-looking chil- 
dren, waved her hand to them, and spoke to 
her husband. He turned to look at the Bobb- 
seys and their friends, and he waved his hand. 
He seemed to like to have the children watch- 
ing him. 

And then Flossie, with a quick little motion, 
kissed the tips of her chubby, rosy fingers and 
fluttered them eagerly toward the President's 
wife. 

"I threw her a kiss !" exclaimed Flossie with 
a laugh. 

"Fm goin' to throw one too,^ exclaimed 
Eteddie. And he did. 

The President's wife saw what the little 
Bobbsey twins had done, and, as quick as a 
flash, she kissed her hand back to Flossie and 
Freddie. 

"Oh, isn't that sweet!" exclaimed a woman 
in the throng, and when, afterward, Nan told 
her mother what had happened, Mrs. Bobbsey 
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said that when Flossie and Freddie grew up 
they would long remember their first sight of 
a President of the United States. 

"Well, I guess that's all we can see now,** 
remarked Billy, as the President's carriage 
rolled oflf down the street and the crowd that 
had gathered at the White House gate began 
moving on. The gates were closed, the police- 
men and guards turned away, and now the 
Bobbsey twins and their friends were ready 
ipT something else. 

'^Where do yxxi want to go?" asked BUly 
of Bert 

"Oh, I don't know: 'Most an)rwherej I 
guess/' 

"Could we go to see the Washington Monu- 
ment?" asked Nan. "I've always wanted to 
see that, ever since I saw the picture of it in 
one of dadd/s books at home." 

"I don't believe we'd better go out the»e 
alone," said NelL "It's quite a way from htm. 
We'd better have our mothers or our f ath«s 
with us. But we can walk along the streeAs, 
wd go in the big market, I guess." 

"Lcf» do thatl" agrmd Billy, "There's 
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heaps of good things to eat in the market," he 
added to Bert "It makes you hungry to go 
through it." 

"Then I don't want to go!" laughed Bert 
I'm hungry now." 

I know where we can get some nice hot 
chocolate," said Nell. "It's in a drug store, 
and mother lets Billy and me go there some- 
times when we have enough money from our 
allowance." 

"Oh, I'm going to treat!" cried Bert. "I 
have fifty cents, and mother said I could spend 
it any way I pleased. Come on and we'll have 
chocolate. It's my treat !" 

"We may go, mayn't we, Jane?" asked Nell, 
of the maid who had accompanied them. 

"Oh, yes," was the smiling answer. "If you 
go to Payson's it will be all right." 

And a little later six smiling, happy children, 
and a rosy, smiling maid were stated before 
a soda counter sipping sweet chocolate, and eat- 
ing crisp crackers. 

After that Billy and Nell took the Bobbsey 
twins to the market, which is really quite a won- 
derful place in Washington, and where, as Billy 
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said, It really makes one hungry to see the many 
good things spread about and displayed on the 
stands. 

"I think we've been gone long enough now," 
said the maid at last. "We had better go back." 

So, after looking around a little longer at 
the part of the market where flowers were sold 
and where old negro women sold queer roots, 
barks, and herbs, the Bobbsey twins and their 
friends started slowly back toward the Mar- 
tin house. 

On the way they passed a store where china 
and glass dishes were sold, and there were many 
cups, saucers and plates in one of the windows. 

*'Wait a minute!" cried Bert, as Billy was 
about to pass on. "I want to look here !" 

"What for?" Billy asked. "You don't need 
any dishes !" 

"I want to see if Miss Pompret's sugar bowl 
and cream pitcher are here," Bert answered. 
"If Nan or I can find them we'll get a lot of 
money, and I could spend my part while I was 
here." 

"Why Bert Bobbsey!" cried Nan, "you 
couldn't find Miss Pompret's things here— in 
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a store like this. They only sell new china, and 
hers would be secondhand !'* 

"I know it/' admitted Bert "But there 
might be a sugar bowl and pitcher just like hers 
here, even if they were new." 

"Oh, no!" exclaimed Nan. "There couldn't 
be any dishes like Miss Pompret's. She said 
there wasn't another set in this whole country." 

"Well, I don't see 'em here, anyhow 1" ex- 
claimed Bert, after he had looked over the china 
in the window. "I guess her things will never 
be found." 

"No, I guess not," agreed Billy, to whom, 
and his sister, Nan told the story of the reward 
of one hundred dollars offered by Miss Pom- 
pret for the return of her wonderful sugar 
bowl- and cream pitcher, while Bert was look- 
ing at the window display. 

"Well, did you have a good time?" asked 
Mrs. Bobbsey, when her twins came trooping 
back. 

"Yes. And we saw the President P crie3 
Nan. 

And then they told all about it. 

The Bobbseys spent the rest of the day vis- 
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iting their friends, the Martins, and returned 
to their hotel in the evening. They planned 
to have other pleasure going about the city to 
see the sights the next day and the day fol- 
lowing. 

"Could we ever go into the house where 
the President lives?" asked Nan of her father 
that night. 

"Yes, we can visit the White House or, 
rather, one room in it," said Mr. Bobbsey. 
"What they call the 'East Room' is the one in 
which visitors are allowed. Perhaps we may 
go there to-morrow, if Mr. Martin and 1 can 
finish some business we are working on." 

After breakfast the next morning the Bobb- 
sey twins were glad to hear their father say 
that he would take them to the WTiite House ;. 
and, a little later, in company with other visi- 
tors, they were allowed to enter the home of 
the President, and walk about the big room 
on the east side of the White House. 

"Fm going to sit down on one of the 
chairs," said Nan. "Maybe it will be one that 
the President once sat on." 

"Very likely it will be," laughed Mrs. BoblS- 
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sey, as Nan picked out a place into which she 
"wiggled." From the chair she smiled at her 
brothers and sister, and they, too, took turns 
sitting in the same chain 

Bert found a pin on the thick green carpet 
in the room. The carpet was almost as thick 
and ^een as the moss in the woods, and how 
Bert ever saw the tiny pin I don't know. But 
he had very sharp eyes. 

"What are you going to do with it?" asked 
his father. 

"Just keep it," the boy answered. "Maybe 
it's a pin the President's wife once used in her 
clothes." 

"Oh, you think it's a souvenir!" laughed 
Mrs. Bobbsey, as Bert stuck the pin in the 
edge of his coat. And for a long time he kept 
that common, ordinary pin, and he used to 
show it to his boy friends, and tell them where 
he found it. 

"The White House President's pin," he 
used to call it. 

"And now," said Mr. Bobbsey, as they came 
from the White House, "I think we'll have 
time to see the Monument before lunch." 
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"That's good!" exclaimed Nan. "And 
shall we go up inside it?" 

"I think so," her father replied. 

Washington Monument, as a good many of 
you know, is not a solid shaft of stone. It is 
built of great granite blocks, as a building is 
built, and is, in fact, a building, for it has 
several little rooms in the base; rooms where 
men can stay who watch the big pointed shaft 
of stone, and other rooms where are kept the 
engines that run the elevator. 

The bottom part of Washington Monument 
is square, and on one side is a doorway. Above 
the base the shaft itself stretches up over 
five hundred feet in height, and the top part 
is pointed, like the pyramids of the desert. 
The monument shaft is hollow, and there is a 
stairway inside, winding around the elevator 
shaft. Some people walk up the stairs to get 
to the top of the monument, where they can 
look out of small windows over the city of 
Washington and the Potomac River. But 
most persons prefer to go up and down in the 
elevator, though it is slow and, if there are 
many visitors they have to await their turns. 
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If the Bobbseys had walked up inside tfie 
monument they would have seen the stones 
contributed by the different states and terri- 
tories. Each state sent on a certain kind of 
stone when the monument was being built, and 
these stones are built into the great shaft. 

As it happened, there was not a very large 
crowd visiting the monument the day the Bobb- 
seys were there, so they did not have long to 
wait for their turn in the elevator. 

'This isn't fast like the Woolworth Build- 
ing elevators were," remarked Bert, as they 
felt themselves being hoisted up. 

"No," agreed his father. *'But this does 
very well. This is not a business building, and 
there is no special hurry in getting to the 
top." 

But at last they reached the end of their 
journey and stepped out of the elevator cage 
into a little room. There were windows on the 
sides, and from there the children could look 
out. 

"It's awful high up/' said Nan, as she 
peeped out 

"Not as high as the JYoolwortH Building," 
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stated Bert, who had jotted down the figures 
in a little book he carried. 

Flossie and Freddie had gone around to the 
other side of the elevator shaft with their 
mother, to loolc from the windows nearest the 
river, and, a moment later, Mr. Bobbsey, Nan 
and Bert heard a cry of : 

"Oh, Flossie! Flossie! Lookout! Therq 
it goes I" 



CHAPTER XIII 



A STRAY CAT 



Mr. Bobbsey, who was standing near Bert 
and Nan, turned quickly as he heard his wife 
call and ran around to her side. 

''What's the matter ?" he called. *'Has Flos- 
sie fallen?" 

But one look was enough to show him that 
the two little Bobbsey twins and their mother 
were all right. But Flossie was without her 
hat, and she had been wearing a pretty one 
with little pink roses on it. 

"What happened?" asked Mr. Bobbsey, 
while one of the men who stay inside the Mon- 
ument at the top, to see that no accidents hap- 
pen, came around to inquire if he could be of 
any help. 

"It's Flossie's hat," explained Mrs. Bobb- 
sey. "She was taking it off, as she said the 
rubber band hurt her, when a puff of wind 

came along ^" 
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"And it just Mowed my hat right away!" 
cried Flossie. "It just Mowed it right out of 
my hand, and it went out of the window, my 
hat did! And now I haven't any more hat, 
and ni—ni— an'— an'— " 

Flossie burst into tears. 

"Never mind, little fat fairy!" her father 
comforted her, as he put his arms around her. 
"Daddy will get you another hat." 

"But I want that one !" sobbed Flossie. "It 
has such pretty roses on it, an'^ I liked *em, 
even if they didn't smell!" 

"I guess the little girl's hat will be all right 
when you get down on the ground," said the 
monument man. "Many people lose their hats 
up here, and unless it's a man's stiff one, or 
unless it's raining or snowing, little harm 
comes to them. I guess your little girl's hat 
just fluttered to the ground like a bird, and 
you can pick it up again." 

"Do you think so?" asked Mrs. Bobbsey. 

"Oh, you'll get her hat back again, ma'am, 
I'm sure," the man said. 'There's lots of boys 
and young men who stay around the monu- 
ment, hoping for a chance to earn a stray dime 
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or so by showing visitors around or carr3ring 
something. One of them probably saw the hat 
flutter out of the window, and somebody will 
pick it up." 

"Well, let's go down and see," suggested 
Mr. Bobbsey. "I think we have had all the 
view we want." 

"Don't cry, Flossie," whispered Nan con- 
solingly, as she took her little sister by the 
hand. "We'll get your hat back again." 

"And the roses, too?" Flossie asked. 

"Yes, the roses and everything," her mother 
told her. 

"If I were a big, grown-up fireman, I could 
climb down and get Flossie's hat," said Fred- 
die. "That's what firemans do. They climb 
up and down tig places and get things — and 
people," the little boy added after a moment 
of thought. 

"Well, I don't want my little fireman climb- 
ing down Washington Monument," said Mr. 
Bobbsey. "It's safer to go down in the ele- 
vator." 

And, a little later, the Bobbsey twins and 
their father and mother were back on the 
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ground again. Once outside the big stone 
shaft, they saw a boy come running up with 
Flossie's hat in his hand. 

"Oh, look! Look!'' cried the little giri. 
"There it is! There it is!" 

"Is this your hat ?" the small boy wanted to 
know. "I saw it blow out of the window, and 
I chased it and chased it. I was afraid maybe 
it would blow into the river." 

"It was very nice of you," said Mr. Bobbsey, 
and he gave the boy twenty-five cents,. which 
pleased that small chap very much. 

Flossie's hat was a little dusty, but the pink 
roses were not soiled, and soon she was wear- 
ing it again. Then, smiling and happy, she 
was ready to go with the others to the next 
sight-seeing place. 

"Where now?" asked Bert, as they started 
away from the little hill on which the Monu- 
ment stands. 

"I think we'll ^o to the Smithsonian Mu- 
seum," said his father. "There are a few 
things I want to see, though you children may 
not be very much interested. Then I want to 
take your mother to the art gallery and after 
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that — ^well, we'll see what happens next," and 
he smiled at the Bobbsey twins. 

"I know it will be scnnething nice!" ex- 
claimed Nan. 

"I hope it's something good to eat I" mur- 
mured Bert. "Fm hungry!" 

"I'd like to see a fire !" cried Freddie. "Do 

they ever have fires in Washington, Daddy?'* 

"Oh, yes, big ones, sometimes. But we 

really don't want to see any, because a fire 

means danger and trouble for people." 

"And wettings, too," put in Flossie. "Some- 
times when Freddie plays fire he gets me wet." 
"Well, I'm goin' to be a fireman when I 
grow up," declared Freddie. "And I wish I 
had my little fire engine now, 'cause I don't 
like it not to have any fun." 

^'We'll have some fun this afternoon," his 
father promised him. , 

Just as Mr. Bobbsey had expected, the chil- 
dren were not much amused in the art gaU 
lery or the museum. But Mrs. Bobbsey liked 
these places, and, after all, as Nan said, th^. 
wanted their mother to have a good time on 
this Washington trip. 
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After lunch they went again to call on the 
Martins, as Mr. Bobbsey had to see the father 
of Billy and Nell on business. 

"And where are we going to have some 
fun?'* Bert asked, as they journeyed away 
from their hotel toward the Martin house. 

"You'll see," his father promised. The 
children tried to guess what it might be, but 
they could not be sure of an)i;hing. 1 

It did not take Mr. Bobbsey long to get 
through with his business with Mr. Martin and 
then the father of the twins said to Mrs. Mar- 
tin: 

"Can you lei Billy and Nell come with us 
on a little trip?'* 

"To be sure. But where are you going?" 
Mrs. Martin replied. 

"I thought we'd take one of the big sight- 
seeing autos and ride about the city, and per- 
haps outside a little way," said Mr. Bobbsey. 
'^Nell and Billy can tell us the best way to go." 

"Oh, yes! I can do that!" cried Billy. "I 
often take rides that way with my uncle when 
he comes to Washington. Come oil, Nell I 
We'll get ready." 
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"May we really go?" asked NclU of her 
mother. 

"Yes, indeed !" was the answer. 

So, a little later, the Bobbsey twins, with 
Billy and Nell and Mr. and Mrs. Bobbsey, 
were on one of the big automobiles. It was 
not too cold to ride outside, as they were all 
bundled up warm. 

Through the different parts of the city the 
sight-seeing car went, a man on it telling the 
persons aboard about the different places of 
interest as they were passed. In a little while 
the machine rumbled out into the quieter 
streets, where the houses were rather far apart. 

Then the automobile came to a stop, and 
some one asked : 

"What's so wonderful to see here?** 

"Nothing," the driver of the car answered. 
"But I have to get some water for the radia- 
tor. We won't be here very long. Those 
who want to, can get out and walk around." 

"Yes, I'll be glad to stretch by Jegs," said 
one man with a laugh. He was sitting next to 
Mr. and Mrs. Bobbsey, and they began talk- 
ing to him. Nan and Bert were talking to 
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Billy and Nell, and, for the time being, no 
one paid much attention to Flossie and Fred- 
jdie, who were in a rear scat. 

Suddenly Flossie called to her little brother : 

**Oh, look! There's a cat! It's just like 
our Snoop!" 

Freddie looked to where Flossie pointed with 
her chubby finger. 

"No, that isn't like our Snoop," said the 
little boy, shaking his head. 

"Yes, 'tis too!" declared his sister. "I'm 
going to get down and look at it. I like a 
cat, and I didn't see one close by for a long 
time." 

"Neither did I," agreed Freddie. "If that 
one isn't like our Snoop, it's a nice cat, any- 
how." 

pThe cat, which seemed to be a stray one, 
was walking toward the car, its tail held high 
in the air "like a fishing pole." 

Flossie and Freddie were in the rear scat, 
as I have said, and no one seemed to be pay- 
ing any attention to them. Their father and 
mother were busy talking to the man who had 
gotten down to "stretch hi^ legs," and Nan 
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and Bert, with Billy and Nell, were busy talk- 
ing. 

'Let's get down," proposed Flossie. 

'AH right," agreed Freddie. 

In another moment the two smaller Bobb- 
sey twins had left their seat, climbed down 
the rear steps of the sight-seeing automobile, 
and were running toward the stray cat, which 
seemed to wait for them to come and pet it. 



CHAPTER Xiy 

^TRAY children: 

"Nice pussy ! Come and let me rub you V* 
said Freddie softly, as he held out his hand 
toward the stray cat 

"Yes, come here, Snoop!" added Flossie, as 
she walked along with her brother. 

"'Tisn't Snoop, and you mustn't call him 
that name/' ordered Freddie. 

"Well, he looks like Snoop," declared Flos- 
sie. 

"But if that isn't his name he won't like to 
be called by it, no more than if I called you 
Susie when your name's Flossie," went on the 
little boy. 

"Do you s'pose cats know their names?" 
asked Flossie. 

"Course they do!" exclaimed her brother. 
"Don't our Snoop know his name when I call 
him, same as our dog Snap does?" 
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"Oh, well, but our cat is a very, very, smart 
cat!" 

Maybe this one is, too," Freddie said. 
Anyhow, we'll just call him 'Puss' or 'Kit- 
tie,' and he'll like that, 'cause that's a name 
for any cat" 

'That's so," agreed Flossie. 

So calling to the stray cat in their soft, little 
voices, and holding out their hands to pet the 
animal, Flossie and Freddie walked farther 
away from the sight-seeing car, and soon they 
were petting the cat that, indeed, did look a 
bit like Snoop. 

They stroked the soft back of the cat, rubbed 
its ears, and the animal rubbed up against 
their legs and purred. Then, suddenly, the 
cat heard a dog barking somewhere, and ran 
down toward the side entrance of a large, 
handsome house. 

"Oh, come on !" cried Freddie to his sister, 
as he saw the cat running away. "Maybe 
there's some little cats back here, and we could 
get one to take home with us ! Come on, Flos- 
sie!" 

Flossie was willing enough to go, and in a 
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moment they were in the rear yard of one of 
the big houses, and out of sight from the 
street where the auto stood, while the man 
was putting water in the radiator. 

The cat, once over its fright about the bark- 
ing dog, seemed quieter now, and let the two 
little Bobbsey twins pet it again. Freddie 
saw a little box-like house in one comer of the 
yard and cried: 

"Fm going to look here, Flossie! Maybe 
there's kittens in it!" 

*'0h, let me seel" exclaimed the little girL 
Forgetting, for a time, the stray cat they had 
started to pet, she and her brother ran over 
to the little box-like house. 

"Better look out !" exclaimed Flossie, as they 
drew near. 

^Why?" asked Freddie. 
'Cause maybe there's a strange dog In that 
box." 

"If there was a dog in this yard I guess this 
cat wouldn't have come in here," replied Fred- 
die. "The cat ran when the other dog barked, 
and there can't be a dog here, else the cat 
wouldn't come in." 
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"I wonder what's there?" murmured Flos- 
sie. 

"We'll soon find out," her brother said, as 
he bent over the little house, which was made 
of some boxes nailed together. There was a 
tiny window, with a piece of glass in it, and 
a small door. 

Freddie began to open the little door, and 
he was not very much afraid, for now the 
cat was purring and rubbing around his legs, 
and the little boy felt sure that there could be 
no dog, or anything else scary, in the box- 
house, or else the cat would not have come so 
close. 

"Maybe there isn't anything in there," sug- 
gested Flossie. 

"Oh, there's got to be something^ declared 
Freddie. "It's a place for chickens, maybe." 

"It's too little for chickens," said Flossie. 

"Well, maybe it's a place for " 

That is as far as Freddie got in his talk, 
for, just then, a voice called from somewhere 
behind the children: 

"Hi there! What do you want?" 

"Ohl" 
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Freddie and Flossie both called out in sur- 
prise as they turned. They saw, standing on 
the back steps of the big house, a boy about as 
big as Bert. • 

"We came in after this cat," said Freddie, 
and he pointed to the stray pussy that was rub- 
bing against his legs. 

Is it your cat ?" the boy wanted to know. 

Flossie shook her head. 

We just followed after him," she said. 

He was out on the street, and we saw him, and 

we got down to rub him, and he heard a dog 

bark, and he ran in here, and we ran after 

him." 

"Oh, I see," and the boy on the back steps 
smiled in a friendly way. "So it isn't your 
cat." 

"No," answered Freddie, "Is it yours?" 

The boy shook his head. 
I "I never saw the cat before," he answered. 

*Tt's a nice one, though, and maybe PU keep 
it if you don't want it." 

"Oh, we don't want itl" Freddie said 
quickly. "We have a cat of our own at home. 
His name is Snoop." 
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"And we have a dog, too," added Flossie. 
''But his name is Snap. And we have Dinah 
and Sam. Only they aren't a cat or a dog/* 
she went on. "Dinah is our cook and Sam's 
her husband.'' 

"Where do you live?" the boy asked. 

"Oh, away off," explained Freddie. "We 
live in Lakeport, and we go to school." 

"Only now there isn't any school," went 
on Flossie. "We can't have a fire 'cause some- 
thing broke, and we came to Washington." 

"Have you come here to live?" the strange 
boy questioned. 

"No, only to visit," explained Freddie. "My 
father has to see Mr. Martin. Do you know 
Mr. Martin?" 

The strange boy shook his head. 

"I guess he doesn't live around here," he 
remarked. "I've lived here all my life; but 
there's nobody named Martin on this block. 
Where did you come from?" 

"Offen the auto," explained Freddie. "We 
were riding on the auto with Billy Martin and 
Nell, and our father and mother and Nan and 
Bert and ^" 
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"Say, there are a lot of you!" cried the t>oy; 
with a laugh. 

"It was a big auto," explained Flossie. "But 
the man had to stop and give it some water, so 
we got down to pet the cat. It's a nice cat." 

"Yes, it's a nice cat all right," agreed the 
strange boy, and he came down the steps and 
began to rub the animal. "I like cats," he went 
on to the children. "What's your names?" 

"Flossie and Freddie Bobbsey," answered 
Freddie. "What's yours?" 

"Tom Walker," was the answer. "I guessj 
I know where you came from. It's one of 
those big, sight-seeing autos. They often go 
through this street, but I never saw one stop , 
before. You'd better look to see that it 
doesn't go off and leave you." 

"Oh, the man said we could get down," re- 
turned Freddie. "And one man is going to 
stretch his legs. I'd like to see a man stretch 
his legs," he went on. "I wonder how far 
he can stretch them ?" 

"Not very far, I guess," remarked Tom 
Walker. "But I'm glad to see you, anyhow. 
I've been sick, and I had to stay home from< 
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school, but Fm better now, and I*m going back 
to-morrow. But I haven't had any one to play 
with, and I'm glad you came in — ^you and the 
cat." 

'Tisn't our cat !" Flossie hastily explained. 
'Oh, I know!" agreed the boy. "But he 
came in with you." 

*'We thought maybe there were kittens in 
that box," and Freddie pointed to the one he 
had been about to open. 

"Oh, that was the place where I used to 
keep my rabbits," said Tom. "I haven't any 
now, but maybe I'll get some more; so I left 
the little house In the yard. I like rabbits." 
"So do I !" declared Freddie. 
"And their nose goes sniff-snuff so funny!" 
laughed Flossie. "Rabbits eat a lot of cab- 
bage," she said. "If I had something to eat 
now I would Uke it." 

"Say, I can get some cookies !" cried Tom. 
'^Wait, I'll go in the house after some. You 
wait herel" 

"We'll wait P* said Freddie. 
Into the house bounded Tom, and fo the 
jpook in the kitchen he calledj 
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*'0h, please give me some cookies. There*s 
a stray cat in our yard and some stray chil- 
dren, and I want to give 'em something to 
eat, and " 

"My goodness, boy, how you do rattle on !*' 
cried the cook. "What do you mean about 
stray cats and stray children?" 



CHAPTER XV 
"where are they?" 

Freddie and Flossie walked slowly up the 
yard, away from the empty rabbit house, and 
stood at the foot of the back steps up which 
Tom Walker had hurried to ask the cook for 
something to eat for the "stray children." The 
little Bobbsey twins had not heard what the 
cook said to Tom after he had asked for some- 
thing to eat. But the cook repeated her ques- 
tion. 

"What do you mean by stray cats and stray 
children?" 

"There are the stray children out in the yard 
now," answered Tom. "They strayed away 
from some place, just as that dog I kept for a 
while once did. There was a stray cat, too, 
but I don't see it now." 

"Stray children, is it ?" cried the jolly cook. 
"Oh, look at the little darlin's !" she exclaimed, 
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as she saw the small Bobbsey twins standing 
out in the yard, waiting for Tom to come back. 
Freddie and Flossie certainly did look very 
sweet and pretty with their new winter coats 
and caps on, though it was not very cold. It 
was not as cold in Washington as in Lake- 
port. 

"Do you think he'll bring us anything to 
eat?" asked Freddie of Flossie, as they stood 
there waiting. 

I hope he does," the little girl answered. 
Fm hungry." 

So'm I !" Freddie admitted. '1 guess that 
cat was, too. Where did he go?" 

The cat answered himself, as though he 
knew he was being talked about. He came 
out from under the back steps, rubbed up 
against Flossie's fat, chubby legs with a mewi 
and a purr, and then, seeing a place where the 
sun shone nice and warm on the steps, the 
cat curled up there and began to wash its face, 
using its paws as all cats do. 

"Please, Sarah, can't I have something to 
eat for the stray children, and maybe for the 
cat?" again asked Tom of the cook. 
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"Oh, I dunnoT' she answered. "Sure an' 
you're a bother! Your mother's out and I 
don't know what to do. These must be lost 
children, and, most likely, their father or 
mother's lookin' all over for 'em now. But 
I'd better bring 'em in an' keep 'em safe here, 
rather than let 'em wander about the streets. 
How did they come into our yard, do you 
think, Tom?" 

"They just walked in, after the stray cat. 
They were on one of the big automobiles, and 
it stopped, so they got off. I told 'em maybe 
their folks would be looking for them," went 
on Tom, who was older than Flossie and Fred- 
die. "But they seem to think it's all right." 

"Well, the/re lost, as sure as anything," 
declared the cook. "But it's best to keep 'em 
here until their folks can come after 'em. I'll 
give you something for them to eat, Tom, and 
then you must look after 'em, as I'm too busy, 
getting ready for the party your mother is 
going to have this night." 

The kind cook soon got ready a plate of 
cookies and some glasses of milk for Flossie 
and Freddie. And, as Tom began to feel 
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hungry himself when he saw something being 
made ready for his new little friends, a place 
was set for him, also, on a side table in the 
dining room. 

"Call 'em in, now !" said the cook, ''Every- 
thing is ready. And is the cat there?" 

"Yes," answered Tom, as he looked out and 
saw the pussy curled up in the sun on the steps. 
"It's there." 

"Well, I think rU give it some milk," said 
the cook. 

So, a little later, Flossie and Freddie, the 
stray children — for that is what they were — . 
sat down to a nice little lunch in a strange^ 
house. Tom Walker sat down with them, and 
the stray cat had a saucer of milk in the 
kitchen. 

"I looked out in the street," said the cook, 
as she came back to get Freddie another glass 
of milk, "but I don't see any automobile there. 
Did you really ride here in an auto ?" 

"Oh, yes," answered Freddie. "And the 
man on it all the time talked through a red 
horn, but I didn't know what he said." 

"That was the man speaking through a 
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megaphone so everybody on the sight-seeing 
auto would know what they were looking at 
as they rode along," said Tom. "They often 
pass through here, though I haven't seen any 
to-day." 

"But what to do about you children I don't 
know/' said the cook, when Flossie and Fred- 
die had eaten as much as they wanted. "I£ 
you did come here on an auto it's gone now, 
and there isn't a sign of it. I think you must 
have come two or three streets away from the 
car before you turned in here." 

"Oh, no!" exclaimed Freddie. '^When we 
got down off the auto we saw the cat and 
we came in after it. The auto was right out 
in front/' 

Well, it isn't there now/' said the cook. 
I guess it must have gone away and taken 
your folks with it. Maybe they're looking 
for you. But I guess you'll have to stay here 
until they come to find you. You're too small 
to be allowed to go about alone." 

"We like it here," said Flossie, settling back 
comfortably in her chair. "We can stay as 
long as you want us to/ 
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"And we can stay to supper if you ask us," 
went on Freddie. '^Course mother wouldn't 
let us ask for an invitation, but if you want 
to ask us to stay we can't help it." 

" 'Specially if you have cake," added Flos- 
sie, smoothing out her dress. 

"Yes, 'specially cake!" agreed Freddie. 

"Oh my!" laughed the cook. "Sure an' 
you're very funny! But I like you. And I 
only wish I knew where your folks were. But 
the best I can do is to keep you here until they 
come. They must know about where they 
lost you. Come, Tom, take the stray children 
out and amuse them. Your mother'U be home 
pretty soon." 

If Tom's mother had been at home she 
would have at once telephoned and told the 
police that she had two lost — or stray — chil- 
dren at her house, so that in case Mr. and Mrs. 
Bobbsey inquired, as they did, they would know 
that the tots were all right. 

But Mrs. Walker was not at home, and the 
cook did the best she could. She made sure 
the children were safe and comfortable while 
they were with her. 
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And, after they had eaten, Tom got out 
some of his toys, and he and Flossie and Fredr* 
die had a good time playing about the house 
and in the yard. The stray cat wandered 
away while Flossie and Freddie were eating 
their little lunch, and the Bobbsey twins did 
not see him again. 

Now while Flossie and Freddie were having 
a pretty good time, eating cookies and drink- 
ing milk, there was much excitement on the 
big sight-seeing car where Mr. and Mrs. Bobb- 
sey, Nan, Bert, and the other, still had their^ 
seats. 

For some little time after the car had 
stopped to allow the man to put water in the 
radiator, neither Mr. nor Mrs. BoBbsey missed 
their smaller twins. They were busy talking, 
and Bert and Nan were looking about and 
having a good time, talking to Billy and Nell 
Martin. 

At last, however, the auto man called: 

"Ever3^hing is all right! Get on board I". 

That meant he was going to start off again, 
and it was not until then that Mrs. Bobbsey 
thought to look around to sec if Flossie and 
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Freddie were all right And, of course, she 
did not see them. 

"Flossie! Freddie! Where are you?" 
called Mrs. Bobbsey. 

There was no answer, and the seat which 
the two smaller children had been in on the 
big bus, was empty. 

"Oh, Daddy!" cried Mrs. Bobbsey, "Flossie 
and Freddie have gone." 

^Gone ? Gone where ?" Mr. Bobbsey asked.> 
That's it — I can't say," answered Mrs. 
Bobbsey. '^The last I saw of them was when 
the auto stopped." 

"I saw the two little tots climb down oft the 
rear steps of the car," said the man who had 
wanted to "stretch his legs." "They seemed 
to be going after something," he added. 

"It was a cat," said the woman next to the 
big man who had last spoken. "1 saw the 
children get down and go toward a stray cat, 
and then I got to thinking of something else."; 

"Oh, if it was a cat you might know it!" 
exclaimed Mrs. Bobbsey with a laugh. "I. 
guess they're all right. They can't have gone 
far. Probably they are on the other side of 
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the street, looking at some bedraggled kitten." 
But a look up and down the street did not 
show Flossie and Freddie. By this time the 
auto was all ready to start off again, 

"But we can't go without Flossie and Fred- 
die!" cried Nan. 

"I should say not!" exclaimed Mrs. Bobb- 
sey. "Oh, where are they? Where can my 
darlings have gone? What has happened?" 
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THE FIRE BELL 



Mrs. Bobbsey's cries of alarm, of course, 
excited all the other passengers who had got 
back on the sight-seeing auto, ready to start 
off again. They had had a little rest while 
the water was being put into the radiator, 
and the man had "stretched his legs" all he 
wanted to, it seemed. 

"The children can't be far away," said Mr. 
Bobbsey. "They were here only a moment 
ago. Even if they have wandered off, which 
is probably what they have done, they can't 
be far." 

"They're all right," the man who drove the 
car assured Mr. Bobbsey. "I didn't see 'em 
go away, of course, as I was busy, but I'm 
sure nothing has happened." 

"But what shall we do?" cried Mrs. Bobb- 
sey, and tears came into her eyes. "It does 
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seem as if more things have happened to Flos- 
sie and Freddie since we started on this trip) 
than ever before/' 

*'0h, the/U be all right," declared Mr. 
Bobbsey. "I'll look around. Perhaps they 
may have gone into one of these houses." 

"Did you look under the seats ?" asked Bert. 

'TJnder the seats !" exclaimed Billy. "What 
good would that do? Your brother and sis- 
ter couldn't be under there !" 

"Pooh, you don't know much about Flossie 
and Freddie!" answered Bert. "They can be 
in more places than you can think of; can't 
they, Nan?" 

"Yes, they do get into queer places some- 
times. But they aren't under my seat," and 
Nan looked, to make sure. 

"Nor mine," added Nell, as she looked also.^ 

Some of the other passengers on the auto 
did the same thing. Mr. Bobbsey really 
thought it might be possible that Freddie and 
Flossie, for some queer reason, might have 
crawled under one of the seats when the bi^ 
machine stopped for water. But the children 
were not there. 



THE FIRE BELL 167 

"Oh, what shall we do?" exclaimed Mrs. 
Bobbsey. 

"They'll be all right," her husband an- 
swered. "They can't be far away." 

"That's right ma'am," said a fat, jolly-look- 
ing man. j 

"Some of you go and inquire in the houses 
near here," suggested the man who drove the 
auto. "And I'll go and telephone back to the 
office, and see if they're there." 

"But how could they be at your automobile 
office ?" Mrs. Bobbsey wanted to know. 

"It might easily happen," replied the man. 
"We run a number of these big machines. 
One of them may have passed out this way 
while I was stopping here for water, and per- 
haps none of us notice it, and the children 
may have climbed on and gone on that car, 
thinking it was this one." 

"They couldn't get on if the auto didn't 
stop," said Billy. 

"Well, maybe it stopped," returned the 
driver. "Perhaps it passed up the next street. 
The children may have gone down there and 
gotten on. Whatever has happened, your lit- 
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tie ones are all right, ma'am ; Fm sure of that/' 

"I wish I could be!" sighed Mrs. Bobbsey. 

Several men volunteered to help Mr. Bobb- 
sey look for the missing twins, and they went 
to the doors of nearby houses and rang the 
bells. But to all the answer was the same. 
Flossie and Freddie had not been seen. 

And the reason for this was that the small 
Bobbsey twins, in following the stray cat, had 
turned a comer and gone down another street, 
and were on the block next the one where the 
auto stood. That was the reason the Walker 
cook, looking out in front, could see no ma- 
chine, and why it was that none of those who 
helped Mr. Bobbsey look for the missing chil- 
dren could find them. 

"Well, this is certainly queer!" exclaimed 
Mr. Bobbsey, when at none of the houses was 
there any word of Flossie and Freddie. 

''But what are we to do?" cried his wife. . 

**I think we'd better notify the police," said 
Mr. Bobbsey. "That will be the surest way.'* 

"Yes, I think it will," agreed the auto man. 
"I telephoned to the office, but they said no 
lost children had been turned in. Get aboard, 
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every one, and FU drive to the nearest police 
station." 

Away started the big auto, leaving Flossie 
and Freddie behind in the home of Tom 
Walker on the next street. And though Mr. 
and Mrs. Bobbsey, with Nan and Bert and 
Billy and Nell were much worried, Flossie 
and Freddie themselves, were having a good 
time. 

For they were playing with Tom, who 
showed them his toys, and he told them about 
the rabbits he used to keep. 

"I have had as many as six big ones at a 
time," Tom said. "And I had one pair that 
had the finest red eyes you ever saw." 

"Red eyes!" cried Flossie. "What funny 
rabbits they must have been !" 

"Oh, I know some rabbits have red eyes," 
declared Freddie. "But not very many. Bert 
said so." 

"I don't believe Vd like to have red eyes," 
answered his twin sister. "Everybod/d think 
Fd been crying." 

"The/re not red that way," explained Tom. 
"They just have the color red in them; just 
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as some people have black eyes, blue eyes, and 
brown eyes — ^like that." 

"Oh ! Say, I heard Nan say once that a girl 
in her room at school had one black eve and one 
grey eye. Wasn't that funny ?" 

"It certainly was," answered Tom. And 
then he showed the little Bobbsey twins a num- 
ber of picture books and a locomotive which 
went arouncl a little track. 

Freddie and Flossie were having such a good 
time that they never thought their father and 
mother might be worried about them. 

But, after a while, Mrs. Walker came home. 
You can well imagine how surprised she was 
when she found the two lost, strayed children 
in her house. 

"And so they got off one of the sight-see- 
ing autos, did they?" cried Tom's mother. 
"Oh, my dears! I'm glad you're here, of 
course, and glad you had a good time with 
Tom. But your mother and father will be 
much frightened! I must telephone to the 
police at once." I 

"We'll not be arrested, shall we?" asked 
Freddie anxiously. 
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"No, indeed, my dear ! Of course not ! But 
your parents have probaBTy already telephoned 
the police, who must be looking for you. I'll 
let them know I have you safe." 

"Why, course we're safe!" cried Flossie. 

So Mrs. Walker telephoned. And, just as 
she guessed, the police were already preparing 
to start out to hunt for the missing children. 
But as soon as they got Mrs. Walker'sr mes- 
sage everything was all right. 

"They're found}" cried Mr. Bobbsey to his 
wife, when a police officer telephoned to the 
hotel to let the father of the small Bobbsey 
twins know that the children were safe. 
"They're all right!" 

"Where were they?" asked his wife. 

"All the while they were right around the 
corner and just in the next street from where 
our auto was standing." 

"Oh, dear me!" cried Mrs. Bobbsey, "what 
a relief." 

"I should say so!" agreed Mrs. Martin, 
who had gone to the hotel, where her friends, 
were staying, to do what she could to help 
them. 
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Fll get a taxicab and bring them straight 
here," said Mr. Bobbsey. 

A little later Flossie and Freddie were back 
home" again. That is, if you call a hotel 
home," and it was, for the time, to the travel- 
ing Bobbseys. 

"What made you do it?" asked Flossie's 
mother, when the story had been told. "What 
made you go after the stray cat ?" 

"It was such a nice cat !" said the little girl. 

"And we wanted to see if it was like our. 
Snoop," added Freddie. 

"Well, don't do such a thing again!" or- 
dered Mr. Bobbsey. 

"No, we won't!" promised Freddie. 

"No, but they'll do something worse," said 
Bert in a low voice to his friend Billy, who 
had also come to the hotel. 

So the little excitement was over, and soon 
the Bobbsey twins were in bed. Not, how- 
ever, before Nan had asked her father: 

"Where are you going to take us to-mor- 
row ?" 

"To Mount Vernon, I think," was his an- 
swer. 
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"Oh, where Washington used to liver* re- 
marked Bert. 

"Where " But right there Freddie went 

to sleep. 

"Yes, and where he is buried," added Nan. 

And then she, too, fell asleep. And she 
dreamed that Flossie and Freddie were lost 
again, and that she started out to find them 
riding on the back of a big cat while Bert 
rode on a dog, like Snap. 

"And I was so glad when I woke up an4 
found it was only a dream," said Nan, telling 
Nell about it afterward. 

There are two ways of going to Mount 
Vernon from the city of Washington. Mount 
Vernon is down on the Potomac River, and 
one may travel to it by means of a small 
steamer, which makes excursion trips, or one 
can get there in a trolley car. 

"I think we'll go down by boat and come 
back by trolley," said Mr. Bobbsey. "In that 
V^ay we can see more." 

"I'd rather go on the boat all the while," 
said Freddie. "Maybe I could be a fireman 
on the boat." 
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''Oh, I think they have all the firemen they 
need," laughed his father. 

"Is Mount Vernon an old place ?" asked Nan. 
as they were getting ready to leave their hotel 
after breakfast 

"Quite old, yes," her father answered. 

"And do they have old-fashioned things 
there, like spinning wheels, and old guns and 
things like those in Washington's headquarters 
that we went to once ?" Nan went on. 

"Why, yes, perhaps they do," her father 
said. "Why do you ask ?" 

"Oh, I was just thinking," went on Nan, 
"that if they had a lot of old-fashioned things. 
there they might have Miss Pompret's sugar 
bowl and cream pitcher, and we could get 'em 
for her." 

"How could we?" asked Bert. "If they 
were there the/d belong to Washington, 
wouldn't they. Daddy?" 

"Well, I suppose all the things in the house 
once belonged to him or his friends," said Mn 
Bobbsey, "But I don't imagine those two 
missing pieces of Miss Pompret's set will be 
at Mount Vernon, Nan.*^ 
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"No, I dorft s'pose so/' sighed the little 
girl. "But, oh, I would like to find 'em r 

"And get the hundred dollars reward!" 
gdded Bert. 

"Don't think too much of that,'* advised 
their mother. "Of course it would be nice to 
find Miss Pompret's dishes, and do her a favor, 
but I think it is out of the question after alL 
these years that they have been lost." 

The weather was colder than on the day 
before, when Flossie and Freddie had been 
lost, and the sun shone fitfully from behind 
clouds. 

"I think we are going to have a snow 
storm," said Mr. Bobbsey, on their way to 
take the boat for Mt. Vernon. 

"Oh, goodie!" cried Flossie. "I hope it 
snows a lot !" 

"So do I !" added Freddie. "Could we send 
home for our sled if there's lots of snow, 
Daddy?" he asked. 

"I hardly think it would be worth while," 
said his father. "We are not going to be here 
much more than a week longer. And it would 
be quite a lot of work to get your sleds here 
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and send them home again. I think you'll get 
all the coasting and skating you want when 
we get back to Lakeport." 

"Anyway, we're having a nice time while 
we're here," said Nan, with a happy little 
sigh. 

"It's fun when Freddie and Flossie don't 
get lost," added Bert. "I'm going to keep 
watch of 'em this time." 

"I'll help," added Nan. "Oh, here are Billy 
and Nell !" she called, waving her hand to their 
new friends. The Martin children were to go 
to Mount Vernon with the Bobbsey twins, and 
they now met them near the place from which 
the boat started. 

"All aboard!" cried Freddie, as they went 
on the small steamer that was to take them to 
Mount Vernon. "All aboard. I'm the fire- 
man!" 

"There aren't any fires to put out," said; 
Nell, teasing the small chap a little. 

"Yes, there is — a fire in the boiler, and it 
makes steam," said Freddie, who had often 
looked in the engine room of steamers. "But 
I'm not that kind of fireman. I put out fires. 
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I'm going to be a real fireman when I grow 
up/' he added. 

Soon they were comfortably seated on board 
the boat, which after a bit moved out into the 
Potomac. Mr. and Mrs. Bobbsey were talk- 
ing together. Nan, Bert, Billy and Nell were 
watching another boat which was passing, and 
Flossie was near them. But Freddie had 
slipped away, in spite of what Bert had said 
about going to keep a watchful eye on his small 
brother. 

Suddenly, when the steamer was well out 
in the river, there was the loud clanging of 
a bell, and a voice cried : 

"Fire ! Fire ! Fire V* 

At once every one on the boat Jumped up. 
The women looked f rigKtened, while the men 
seemed uncertain what to do. 

"Clang! Clang! Clang!" rang the fire 
alarm belL 
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'I HOPE nothing has happened — ^that the 
boat isn't on fire," said Mrs. Bobbsey to her 
husband. 'That would be terrible!" 

"I hardly think that is it," he said. "There 
may be a small fire, somewhere on the boat, 
but, even if there is, they have a way of put- 
ting it out ril go and see what it is. You 
stay with the childrei;!." 

But just then, after another clanging of the 
bell, some one was heard to laugh — ^the ring- 
ing, hearty laugh of a man. 

"There!" exclaimed Mr. Bobbsey, ^'I guess 
everything is all right. They wouldn't be 
laughing if there was any danger.** 

"Let's go to the fire I" cried Bert. "I want 
fo see it!'* 

"So do ir chimed in his new chum, Billy, 

eagerly. 
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"Oh, can't we see if; whaterer it is?" begged 
Nan. 

"First I'll have to make sure there is a fire," 
feplied Mr. Bobbsey. "I hope there isn't. But, 
if there should be a small one, and the firemen 
on the boat are putting it out, and if they let 
us get near enough to see, and if the smoke 
isn't too thick ^' 

"Oh, Daddy I Nol ^ many 'ifs,' please 1" 
laughed NarL 

The Bobbseys all laughed at this, as did Nell 
and Billy. 

"Freddie wculd like fo see the fire, if there 
is one," remarked Nell Martin. 

"Oh, that's sol Where is Freddie?" cried 
Bert. 

Then, for the first time, Mr. and Mrs. Bobb- 
sey noticed that the little blue-eyed and light- 
haired boy was not with them. 
i But at that moment around the comer of a 

deck cabin came a man wearing a cap with 
gold braid around the edge. He was smiling 
and leading by the hand a little boy* And the 
littfe boy was Freddie I 

"Oh, thereheisrcrieaFloarffc Treddie, 
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where were you?'* she asked. "And did you 
httn to see the fire ?" 

"Well, I rather guess he did !" exclaimed the 
man, who was the captain of the boat. "He 
was the whole fire himself !" 

"The whole fire?" cried Mr. Bobbsey. "Do 
you mean to say that my little boy started a 
fire?" 

"Oh, nothing as bad as that !" said the cap- 
tain, and he smiled down on Freddie who 
smiled up at him in return. "No, all your 
little boy did was to ring the fire alarm bell 
and then call out Tire!' But of course that 
was enough to start things going, and we had 
quite a good deal of excitement for a time. 
But it's all right now, and I think he won't do 
it again." 

"Just what did he do?" asked Mrs. Bobb- 
sey, as Freddie came over to stand beside his 
mother. He looked rather ashamed. 

"Well, on the deck, back of the wheel-house, 
which is the little place where I or my men 
stand to steer the boat, there is a fire alarm 
bell. It's there for any one to ring who finds 
the boat on fire, and when the bell is rung all 
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my firemen hurry to put out the blaze," said 
the captain. 

"Now this little chap of yours went up and 
rang that bell, and then he cried out Tire,' as 
Fve told you. Then — ^well, lots of things hap- 
pened. But I couldn't help laughing when I 
found out it was a false alarm, and learned 
just why Freddie, as he tells me his name is, 
rang the bell." 

"And why was that?" asked Mr. Bobbsey, 
quickly. 

Freddie spoke upTor himself. 

"The bell had a sign on it," said the little 
fellow, "and it said to ring it for a fire. I 
wanted to see a fire, and so I rang the bell 
and — and ^" 

Freddie's lips began to quiver. He was just 
ready to cry. » 

"There, there, my little man !" said the cap- 
tain kindly. "No harm is done. Don't worry. 
It's all right," and he patted Freddie on the 
shoulder. 

"You see it's just as Freddie says," the cap- 
tain went on. "There is a large sign painted 
near the bell which reads: 'Ring this for a 
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fire.' I suppose it would be better to say: 
'Ring the bell in case of fire-* I believe I'll 
have it changed to read that way. Anyhow, 
your little boy saw the sign over the bell. And 
on the bell is a rope so low that any one, even 
a child, can reach it. So your Freddie ju^ 
pulled the rope, clanged the bell, and then he 
cried Tire !' as loudly as he could. Some one 
else took up the cry, and, there you are T* 

*'And so you rang the bell, did you, Fred- 
die, because you wanted to see a fire?" asked 
the father of the little fellow. 

"Yes," answered Flossie's brother. ^I 
wanted to see how they put out a fire on isi 
boat, and the bell said for to ring for a fire, 
and I wanted a fire, I did ; not a big one, just 
a little one, and so——" 

"And so you just naturally rang the bell !" 
laughed the captain. "Well, I guess that^s 
partly my fault for having the sign read that, 
way. I'll have it changed. But your little 
boy is quite smart to be able to read so well," 
he added. 

"Oh, I go to school !" said Freddie proudly, 
^'only there isrj't any now on account of — ^well 
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I guess the boiler got on fire," he added, 

*'He's a regular little fireman/' said Mr. 
Bobbsey. *'He can't read very mucfi, but one 
of the first words he learned to spell was ^fire/ 
and he's never forgotten it." 

The boat was now going on down the river 
toward Mount Vernon, and the excitement 
caused by the false alarm of fire was over. 

Of course Freddie had done wrong, though 
he had not meant to, and perhaps it was not 
all his fault However, his father and mother 
scolded him a little, and he prcwnised never 
to do such a thing again. 

I wish I could tell you that the Bobbsey 
twins were interested in Mount Vernon, but 
the truth of the matter is that the two younger 
ones were so busy talking about Freddie's fire 
alarm, and Bert and Nan, with Billy and Nell, 
also laughed so much about it, that they did 
not pay much attention to the tomb of the 
great Washington, or anything about the place 
where the first President of the United States 
once had his home. 

Of course Mr. and Mrs. Bobbsey were in- 
terested in the place where the wonderful man 
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had lived, an J they looked about the grounds 
where he had once walked, and they visited 
the house where he had lived. But, really, the 
children did not care much for it. 

"When are we going back?" asked Freddie 
several times. 

Don't you like it here?" asked his mother. 
Just think of what a wonderful and beautiful 
place this is !" 

"Well," said Freddie slowly, "I didn't see 
any fire engines yet." 

Mrs. Bobbsey tried not to laugh, but it was 
hard work. 

"I think we'd better go back to Washing-;^ 
ton," she said to her husband. 

"I think so, too," he answered, and back to 
Washington they went. This time they rode 
on a trolley car, and there was no danger of 
Freddie's sending in an alarm of fire. 

And on the way home something quite won- 
derful happened. At least it was wonderful 
for Freddie. 

He was looking out of the window, when 
suddenly he gave a yell' that startled his father 
and mother, as well as Nan, Bert, Nell and 
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Flossie, and that made the other passengers 
sit up. 

"Oh, look ! There's a fire engine ! TKere's a 
fire engine!" cried the little chap, pointing; 
and, surely enough, there was one going along 
the street. It was bright and shiny, smoke 
was pouring from it and the horses were 
prancing. 

The other Bobbsey twins turned to look at 
it, and Bert said: 

"Pooh, that's only coming back from an 
alarm." 

"That's so," agreed Mr. Bobbsey. "The 
horses are going too slowly to be running to 
a fire, Freddie. They must be coming back." 

"Well, it's a fire engine, anyhow," said Fred- 
die, and every one had to agree with him. 
Freddie watched the shiny engine until it was 
out of sight, and then he talked about nothing 
else but fires on the way home. 

Tired, but well satisfied with their trip, the 
Bobbse/s reached their hotel, and the Martin 
children went to their home, promising to meet 
the following day and see more Washington 
sights. 
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It was about the middle of the night that 
Mrs. Bobbsey, who slept in the same room 
with Flossie and Freddie, felt herself being 
shaken in bed. She roused up to see, in the 
dim light, Freddie standing near her, and shak- 
ing her with his chubby hands. 

"What is it, dear?" asked Mrs. Bobbsey, 
sleepily. 

"Fire!" hoarsely whispered I^reddie. "The 
house is on fire, and it's real, too, this time !" 



CHAPTER XVIII 

THE ORIENTAL, CHILDREN 

At first Mrs. Bobbsey was too sleepy, from 
having been so quickly awakened, to really un- 
derstand what Freddie was saying. She 
turned over in bed, so as to get a better look 
at the small boy, who was in his night gown, 
and with his hair all tousled and frowsled 
from the pillow. There was no mistake about 
it — Mrs. Bobbsey was not dreaming. Her lit- 
tle boy was really standing beside her and shak- 
ing her. And once more he said : 

"Wake up, Momsie! There's a real fire! 
This house is on fire, and weVe got to get out 
I can hear the fire engines !" 

"Oh, Freddie ! you're walking in your sleep 
again,'' said his mother as she sat up, now 
quite awake. **You have been dreaming, and 
you're walking in your sleep I" 

Freddie had dcaie this once or twice before, 
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thought not since he had come to Washington 

'The excitement of going to Mount Ver- 
non, and your ringing of the fire bell on the 
boat has made you dream of a fire, Freddie," 
his mother went on. *lt isn't real. There 
isn't any fire in this hotel, nor near here. Go 
back to sleep/* 

"But, Momsie, I'm awake now !" cried Fred- 
die. "And the fire is real! I can see the red 
light and I can hear the engine puffin' ! Look, 
you can see the light !" 

Freddie pointed to a window near his 
mother's bed. And, as she looked, she cer-^ 
tainly saw a red, flickering light. And then 
she heard the whistle which she knew came 
^rom a fire engine. It was not like a locomo- 
tive whistle, and, besides, there were no trains 
near the hotel ! 

"Oh, it is a fire!" cried Mrs. Bobbsey. 
"Freddie, call your father!" 

Mr. Bobbsey slept in the next room with 
Bert, while Nan had a little bed chamber next 
to her mother's, on the other side of the bath 
room. 

But there was no need to call Mr. Bobbsey. 
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In his big, warm bath robe he now came stalk- 
ing into his wife's room. \ 

"Don't be frightened," he said. "There's 
a small fire in the building next to this hotel. 
But it is almost out, and there is no danger. 
Stay right in bed/' 

"But it's a real fire, isn't it, Daddy?" cried 
Freddie. "I heard the engines puffin', and I 
saw the red light and it woke me up and I 
comed in and telled Momsie; and it's a real 
fire, isn't it?" 

"Yes, Freddie, it's a real fire all right," said 
Mr. Bobbsey. "But don't talk so loud, nor 
get excited. You may awaken the people in 
the other rooms around us, and there is no 
need. I was talking to the night clerk of the 
hotel over the telephone from my room, and 
he says there is no danger. There is a big 
brick wall between our hotel and the place 
next door, which is on fire. The blaze can't get 
through that." 

"Can't I look out the window and see the 
engines?" Freddie wanted to know. 

"Yes, I guess it would be too bad not to let 
you sec them, as long as they are here, and it's 



190 THE BOBBSEY TWINS IN WASHINGTON 

a real fire," answered Mrs. Bobbsey. "I hope 
no one was hurt next door," she added to her 
husband. 

"I think not," he replied. "The fire is only 
a small one. It is almost out." 

So Freddie had his dearest wish come true 
in the middle of the night — ^he saw some real 
fire engines puffing away, spouting sparks and 
smoke, and pumping water on a real fire. Of 
course the little boy could not see the water 
spurting f rcan the hose, as that was happening 
inside the burning building. But Freddie could 
see some of the firemen at work, and he could 
see the engines shining in the light from the 
fire and the glare of the electric lamps. So 
he was satisfied. 

Bert and Nan were awakened, and they, too, 
looked out on the night scene. They were glad 
it was not their hotel which was on fire. As 
for Flossie, she slept so soundly that she never 
knew a thing about it until the next morning. 
And then when Freddie told her, and talked 
about it at the breakfast table, Flossie said : 

'T don't care! I think you're real mean, 
Freddy Bobbsey, to have a fire all to yourself 1" 
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"Oh, my dear! that isn't nice to say," said 
Mrs. Bobbsey. "We thought it better to let 
you sleep." 

"Well, I wish I'd seen the fire," said Flos- 
sie. "I like to look at something that's bright 
and shiny." 

"Then you'll have a chance to see something 
like that this afternoon," said Mr. Bobbsey to 
his little girl. 

*Where?" asked all the Bobbsey twins at 
once, for when their father talked this way 
Nan and Bert were as eager as Flossie and 
Freddie. 

"How would you all like to go to a theater 
show this afternoon — ^to a matinee?" asked 
Mr. Bobbsey. 

'Oh, lovely!" cried Flossie. 
^Could Nell and Billy go?" asked Nan, 
kindly thinking of her little new friends. 

'Yes, we'll take the Martin children," Mn 
Bobbsey promised. 

"And will there be some red fire in the thea- 
ter show?" Flossie wanted to know. 

"I think so," said her father. "It is a fairy 
play, about Cinderella^ and aamt otfaers like 
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her, and I guess there will be plenty of bright 
lights and red fire." 

**Will there be a fire engine?*' asked Fred- 
die. Of course you might have known, with- 
out my telling you, that it was Freddie who 
asked that question. But I thought I'd put his 
name down to make sure. 

"I don't know about there being a fire en- 
gine in the play," said Mr. Bobbsey. "I hardly 
think there will be one. But the play will be 
very nice, I'm sure." 

"I think so, too," said Mrs. Bobbsey. "We'll 
have a fine time." 

"Will there be any cowboys or Indians in 
it?" Bert asked. 

"Well, hardly, I think," his father answered. 
"But if we don't like the play, after we get 
there, we can come home," he added, his eyes 
twinkling. 

"Oh, Daddy!" cried all the Bobbsey twins 
at once. And then, by the way their father 
smiled, they knew he was only joking. 

"Oh, we'll stay," laughed Bert. 

"Oh, it's snowing!" cried Freddie as they 
left the breakfast table and went to sit in the 
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main parlor of the Hotel. "If s snowing, and 
we can have sleigh rides." 

"If it gets deep enough/* put m Bert. "I 
guess it won't be very deep here, will it, 
Daddy?'' 

"Well, sometimes there is quite a bit of 
snow in Washington," answered Mr. Bobbsey. 
"We'll have to wait and see." 

"The snow won't keep us from going to 
show in the theater; will it?" asked Nan. 

"No," her mother said. "Nor to see the show 
given there," she added, smiling. 

After a visit to the Martins, to tell them of 
the treat in store, the tickets were purchased^ 
the Bobbseys had dinner, and, in due time, the 
merry little party was at the theater. 

They were shown to their seats, and then the 
children looked around, waited eagerly for the 
curtain to go up, while Mr. and Mrs. Bobbsey 
talked together. More and more people came 
in. There were a large number of children, 
for it was a play especially for them, though, 
of course, lots of "grown-ups" came also. 

The musicians entered and took their places 
in the funny little place back of a brass rail. 
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Then came the delicious thrills of the squeak- 
ing violins as they were tuned, the tap-tap of 
the drum, the tinkle of a piano, and the soft, 
low notes of a flute. 

''Oh, it's going to begin soon," whispered 
Nell to Nan. 

"I hope it's a good show," said Bert to his 
chtim Billy, and trying to speak as if he went 
to a matinee every other day at least. 

''Oh, they have pretty good shows here,*' 
Billy said. 

"Look!" suddenly whispered Nan, pointing 
to a box at their left "Look at the Chinese 
children!" 

And, surely enough, into a near-by box came 
several boys and girls about the age of the 
Bobbsey twins, and some almost babies, but 
they were dressed in beautiful blue, golden and 
red silken garments. And with them came 
their father, who also wore a silk robe of blue, 
embroidered with golden birds. 

"Who are they — some of the actors in the 
play?" asked Bert. 

"No, that's the Chinese minister and some 
of his family, and I guess some of their 
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friends," explained Billy. *Tve seen* them be- 
fore. They don't often dress up in the same 
kind of clothes they wear in China, but they 
did to-day." 

'Oh, aren't they cute !" said Nell to Nan. 

'Too lovely for anything!" agreed Nan en- 
thusiastically. 

Many eyes were on the box, but the Chinese 
minister and his beautifully dressed children 
did not seem to mind being looked at The 
children were just as much interested in star- 
ing about the theater as were the Bobbsey 
twins, and the Oriental tots probably thought 
that the other children were even more queer 
than the American boys and girls thought the 
Chinese to be. 

Having given a good deal of attention to the 
Chinese children in the box, the Bobbseys. 
looked around the theater at the other little 
folk in the audience. 

"Oh, look at the funny fat boy over there !" 
cried out Freddie in a loud voice. 

"Hush, hush, Freddie!" whispered Nan 
quickly. "You mustn't talk so loud. Every 
one will hear you." 
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**But he is awful fat, isn't he?" insisted 
Freddie. 

"He isn't any fatter than you'll be if you 
keep on eating so much," remarked Bert. 

"Oh, I don't eat any more than I have to," 
declared the little boy. "When you are really 
and truly hungry you can't help eating. No- 
body can !" 

"And you're hungry most all the time," said 
Bert. 

"I'm not at all! I'm hungry only when — 
when — I'm hungry," was Freddie's reply. 

Then the orchestra began to play, and, a 
little later, the curtain went up and the fairy 
play began. 

I am not going to tell you about it, because 
you all know tTie story of Cinderella. There 
she was, sitting among the ashes of the fire- 
place, and in came the godmother who made 
a pumpkin turn into a golden coach, and did 
all the other things just like the story. 

The play was a little different Irom the 
story in some books. In one scene a bad fairy 
sets off a lighted fire cracker under the palace 
of the princess. And on the stage, when this 
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happened, there was a loud banging noise, just 
as Bert and Nan had often heard on the Fourth 
of July. 

"Bang !" went the fire cracker. 
Oh !" cried Nell, and she gave a little jump, 
she was so surprised. And many other were 
surprised, too, including the little Oriental 
children. And they were so surprised that the 
smaller ones burst out crying. 

"Oh dear! Oh dear!" they cried, in their 
own language, of course, and the two smallest 

m 

hid their faces down in their father's lap and 
cried salty tears on his beautiful blue robe. 
But he didn't seem to mind a bit. 

He patted the heads of the little, sobbing 
tots, and every one in the theater looked over 
toward the box, for the crying of the Chinese 
children, who were frightened by the l)ang of 
the fire cracker, was very loud crying indeed. 
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For a time the actors on the stage, taking 
part in the fairy play, had to stop. They could 
not go on because the Chinese children were 
crying so hard. And really it was a strange 
thing to have happen. 

Then Cinderella herself — or at least the 
young lady who was pla3ring that part — ^seeing 
what the matter was, stepped to the front of 
the stage and said to the Chinese minister: 

"Tell your little children there will be no 
more shooting. They will not be frightened 
again. I am sorry it happened," and she bowed 
and kissed her hand to the older boys and girls 
in the box. They were not frightened as were 
the smaller ones. 

"It is all right. They will be themselves 

again soon. I thank you," said tfie Chinese 

minister, rising and bowing to the actress. He 
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Spoke in English, but with a queer little twist 
to his words, just as we would speak queerly 
if we tried to talk Chinese. 

Then the sobbing of the frightened children 
gradually ceased, and the play went on. But 
the Bobbsey twins were almost as much in- 
terested in the queer, beautifully dressed for- 
eign children in the box as they were in the 
play itself. Indeed Flossie and Freddie looked 
from the stage to the box and from the boxj 
back to the stage again so often that their 
mother said they would have stiff necks. How- 
ever, they didn't have, which only goes to show 
that children's necks can stand a great deal 
of twisting and turning without getting tired. 

So the play went on, and very pretty it was. 
Cinderella tried on the glass slipper. It fitted 
perfectly, and everything came out all right, 
and she and the prince lived happily forever 
after. 

"Is that all?" asked Flossie, when the cur- 
tain went downlFor the last time, and the peo- 
ple began getting up to leave. 

"That's all," her mother told her. "Didn't 
you like it ?" 
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"Oh, yes, it was : 
they didn't have as i 
to see." 
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sighed Freddie, 
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"And Fm going to make a little snow doll !" 
declared Flossie. 

"Wait until you see if there's snow enough," 
advised Bert. 

"Will there be much, do you think?" Nan 
inquired of Nell. 

"Well, we don't often have a very heavy fall 
of snow here," was the answer, "though it 
sometimes happens. It's snowing hard now.") 

And so it was. And the weather was get- 
ting cold, too, almost as cold as back in Lake- 
port. But the Bobbseys were used to it. Their 
eyes were shining and their cheeks were red. 
Flossie and Freddie tried to catch the drift- 
ing snow flakes dancing down from the sky. 
But there was quite a crowd on the sidewalk 
coming out of the theater, and every one 
seemed to get in the way of the little Bobbsey 
twins, so they did not have much luck catch- 
ing the white crystals. 

Into the big, closed auto they piled, and soon 
they were rolling along the snow-covered 
streets of Washington toward the home of Nell 
and Billy Martin. Mr. and Mrs. Martin would 
be waiting at their house to greet the Bobb- 
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seys. It was dark, now, and the lighted lamps 
made the snow sparkle like a million diamonds. 

"Oh, it's just lovely!" sighed Nan, as she 
leaned back against the cushions and peered 
from the window. 

''It looks just like a fairy play out there," 
and Nell pointed to the glittering snow. 

**It looks like — ^like one of those funny 
Christmas cards that twinkle sol" 4eclared 
Freddie. 

"Oh, it will soon be Christmas, won't it?" 
exclaimed Flossie, who sat on her mother's 
lap. "I wonder what I'll get !" 

"I want something, too!" cried Freddie. 
Oh, won't it be nice at Christmas !" 
Yes, it will soon be here — ^much sooner 
than we think," said Mr. Bobbsey. 

"Shall we go home for Christmas?" Nan 
asked. 

"Oh, yes," her father told her. "My busi- 
ness here is nearly finished, and we'll go back 
to Lakeport next week." 

"Aren't we going to buy an)rthing to take 
home — souvenirs I mean?" added Bert. "I 
promised to bring Sam something." 
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*'And I want to take Dinah a present !" de- 
clared Nan. 

"Yes, we must do a little shopping for things 
like that," said Mrs. Bobbsey. "You children 
will have a chance next week." 

And they talked of that, and the things they 
would buy, until the automobile stopped at 
the Martin house, when they all went inside. 

After supper, or dinner as it is more often 
called, the children had fun playing games and 
looking at picture books, while the older folk 
talked among themselves. Mr. and Mrs. Mar- 
tin were quite interested in hearing of how 
the Chinese children cried when the fire cracker 
went off. 

"I have never seen any of the ambassadors 
or the ministers from the Oriental countries 
wear their native dress," said Mr. Martin. 
"But there is no reason why they shouldn't." 

"No," said Mr. Bobbsey, "there isn't If 
we went to a foreign country we would want to 
wear the clothes we had always worn at home, 
and we wouldn't like to be stared at for doing 
it, either." 

The evening passed pleasantly, but at last 
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"Yes, I have, too!" answered her twin 
Jbrother. "Just look herel" 

Freddie had espied a* small tin can standing 
in an areaway not far away. He ran to get 
this, and then set it up on a near-by iron 
railing. 

"There's my target!'' he exclaimed ; and both 
he and Flossie began to throw snowballs at it 
and were in high glee when the can tumbled 
over. 

Thus the fun went on for some time. 

After lunch Mrs. Bobbsey said : 
Now, children, if you wish, you may go 
out and buy some souvenirs. As long as Nell 
and Billy are here to go with you, I will not 
have to go, since they know their way about 
the streets near our hotel. Fm going to give 
you each a certain sum, and you may spend 
it in any way you like for souvenirs to take 
home to Sam, Dinah and your other friends. 
Now start out and have a good time/* 

The snow had stopped and the sun was shin- 
ing, which meant that the white covering would 
not last long. But it gave a touch of winter 
to Washington, and the children liked it 
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Down the street went the six children, two 
by two, the four Bobbsey twins and Nell and 
Billy Martin. Flossie and Freddie walked to- 
gether, then came Billy and Bert, while Nan 
walked with NelL 

"Here's a store where they have nice 
things," said Nell, as they stopped in front 
of one, the windows of which held all sorts 
of light and pretty articles, from fans and 
postcards to vases and pocket knives, some with 
tiny photographic views of Washington set 
in the handles. 

"Let's go in there and buy something," pro- 
posed Bert. 

In they trooped, and you may well believe 
me when I say that the woman who kept this 
store had a busy half-hour trying to wait on 
the four Bobbsey twins at once. Nell and 
Billy did not want to buy anything, but the 
Bobbseys did. 

At last, however, each one had bought some- 
thing, and then Bert said : 

"I know where to go next." 

"Where?" asked Nan. 

"Around the comer," her brother answered, 
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as they came out of the souvenir shop. 
'There's a cheaper place there. I looked in 
the windows yesterday and saw the prices 
marked. We haven't got much money left, 
and we've got to go to a cheap place for the 
rest of our things." 

"All right/' agreed Nan, and Bert led the 
way. The other store, just as he said, was 
only around the corner, and, as he had told 
his sister, the windows were filled with many 
things, some of them marked at prices which 
were very low. 

Suddenly, as Nan was peering in through 
the glass, she gave a startled cry, and, pluck- 
ing Bert by the sleeve, exclaimed : 

"Oh, lookr 
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Bert Bobbsey turned to look at his sister 
Nan. She was staring at something in the 
jumble of articles in the second-hand shop 
window, and what she saw seemed to excite 
Nan. 

"What is it? What's the matter?" asked 
Bert, as Nan, once more, exclaimed: 

Look I Oh, look r 

Is it a fire?" eagerly asked Freddie, as he 
wiggled about to get a better view of the win- 
dow, since Bert and Nan stood so near it he 
could not see very well. "Is it a fire?" 

Oh, you and yoiu* fires !" laughed Nell, as 
she put her hands lovingly on his shoulders. 
Don't you ever think of anything else?" 

Oh, is it a fire?" asked Freddie again. 

No, there isn't any fire," answered Billy, 
laughing, as his sister Nell was doing, at Fred- 
die's fiumy ideas. 

fxa 
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*rBut ifs something I" Insisted Flossie, who 
had, by this time, wiggled herself to a place 
beside Freddie, and so near the window that 
she could flatten her little nose against it. 

''What is it you see, Nan?" asked Bert. "If 
It's more souvenirs I don't believe we can buy 
any. My money is 'most gone.'* 

''Oh, but we must get these even if we have 
to go home for more money !" exclaimed Nan. 
''Look, Bert ! Right near those old brass can- 
dlesticks. See that sugar bowl and pitcher?'* 

"I see 'em!" answered Bert. 

"Don't you know whose they are?" rapidly 
whispered Nan. "Lxx)k at the way they're 
painted? And see! On the bottom of the 
sugar bowl is a blue lion ! I can't see the let- 
ters 7- W.' but they must be there. Oh, Bert ! 
don't you know what this means? Can't you 
see? Those are Miss Pompret's missing dishes 
that she told us she'd give a hundred dollars 
to get back! And oh, Bert! we've got to go 
in there and buy that sugar bowl and cream 
pitcher, and we can take 'em back to Miss 
Pompret at Lakeport, and she'll give us a hun- 
dred dollars, and — ^and ^ 
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But Nan was so excited and out of breath 
that she could not say another word. She 
could just manage to hold Bert's sleeve and 
point at the window of the second-hand shop.) 

At last Bert "woke up," as he said after- 
ward. His eyes opened wider, and he stared 
with all his might at what Nan was pointing 
toward. There, surely enough, among some 
old candlesticks, a pair of andirons, a bellows 
for blowing a fire, was a sugar bowl and cream 
pitcher. And it needed only a glance to make 
Bert feel sure that the two pieces of china 
were decorated just as were Miss Pompret's. 

But there was something more than this. 
The sugar bowl was turned over so that the 
bottom part was toward the street. And on 
the bottom, plainly to be seen, was a circle of 
gold. Inside the circle was a picture of some 
animal in blue, and Nan, at least, felt sure it 
was a blue lion. As she had said, no letters 
could be seen, but they might be there. 

"Don't you see, Bert?" asked Nan, as her 
brother waited several seconds before speak- 
ing. "Don't you see that those are Miss Pom- 
pret's dishes?* 
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"Well," admitted the Bobbsey lad, "they 
look like 'em." 

"They surely are !" declared Nan. "Oh, I'm 
so excited! Let's go right in and buy them. 
Then we'll get a hundred dollars !" 

She darted away from Bert's side, and was 
about to move toward the door of the shop 
wheti Billy caught her by the coat sleeve. 

"Wait a minute, Nan," he said. 

"WTiat for?" she asked. 

"Until Bert and I talk this over," went on 
Billy, who, though he was not much older than 
Nan, seemed to be, perhaps because he had 
lived in a large city all his life. "You don't 
want to rush in and buy those dishes so quick." 

"Why not?" demanded Nan. "If 1 don't 
get 'em somebody else may, and you know 
Miss Pompret offered a reward of a hundred 
dollars. These are the two pieces missing 
from her set. Her set is 'broken,' as she calls 
it, if she doesn't have this sugar bowl and 
pitcher." 

"Yes, I remember your telling me about Miss 
Pompret's reward," said Billy. "But you'd 
better go a bit slow." 
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"Maybe somebody elseHI bay 'emT* ex- 
claimed Nan. 

Oh, I don't believe they will/' said Nell. 
This is a quiet street, and this shop doesn't 
do much business. We only come here once 
in a while because some things are cheaper. 
We never bought any second-hand things." 

'There's nobody coming down the street 
now," observed Bert, who was beginning to 
agree with Billy in the matter. "If we see 
any one going in that we think will buy the 
dishes, we can hurry in ahead of *em. We'll 
stand here and talk a minute. What is it you 
want to say, Billy?" 

'Well, it's like this," went on the Washing- 
ton boy. "I know these second-hand men. If 
they think you want a thing they'll charge you 
a lot of money for it But if they think you 
don't want it very much they will let you have 
it cheap. I know, 'cause a fellow and I wanted 
to get a baseball glove in here one day. It 
was a second-hand one, but good. The fellow 
I was with knew just how to do it. 

"He went in, and asked the price of a lot of 
things, and said they were all too high. Then 
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he asked the price of the glove, just as if he 
didn't care much whether he got it or not. The' 
man said it was a dollar, but when Jimmie — 
the boy who was with me — said he only had 
eighty cents, the man let him have the glove 
for that." 

Oh, I see what you mean!" cried Nan. 
You mean we must try to get a bargain." 
. "Yes," said Billy. "Otherwise, if you goi 
in and want to buy those dishes first thing, the 
man may want five dollars for 'em." 

"Oh, we haven't that much money!" cried 
Nan, much surprised. 

"That's why I say we must go slow," said 
Billy. "Now you leave this to me and Bert." 

"I think it would be a good idea," declared 
Nell. 

"All right! I will," agreed Nan. "But, oh, 
I do hope we can get those dishes for Miss 
Pompret." 

"And I hope we can get the reward of a 
hundred dollars," murmured Bert. 

"I only hope they're the right dishes," said 
Billy. 

Oh, Tm sure they are," declared Nan. 
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They have the blue lion on and everything. 
And if they have the letters 'J- W/ on, then 
we'll know for sure. Let's go in and see." 

'We've got to go slow," declared Billy. 
"Mustn't be too fast Let Bert and me go 
ahead." 

"I want to come in, too !" declared Freddie. 
**I want to buy a whistle. Do they have 
^^rhistles in here?" 

"I guess so," answered Bert. "It will be a 
good thing to go in and ask for, anyhow." 

"Sort of excuse for going in," suggested 
Nell. 

"Do they have ice cream cones?" asked Flos- 
sie. "I want something to eat." 

"I don't believe they have anything to eat 
in here," said Nell. "But we can get that 
later, Flossie. Now you and Freddie be nice 
when we go in, and after we come out I'll get 
you some ice cream." 

rU be good!" promised Flossie. 
So'll I," agreed Freddie. "But I want a 
whistle, and if they have a little fire engine 
I want that." 

"You don't want much !" laughed Bert. 
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"Well, let's go in !" suggested Billy. 

So, with the two boys in the lead, followed 
by Nell and Nan and Flossie and Freddie, the 
children entered the second-hand and souvenir 
store. 

A bell on the door rang with a loud clang 
as Billy opened it, and when the children 
stepped inside the shop an old man with a 
black, curly beard and long black hair that 
seemed as if it had never been combed, came 
out from a back room. 

"What you want to buy, little childrens?" 
he asked. "I got a lot of nice things, cheap ! 
Very cheap!" 

"Well, if you've got something very cheap 
we might buy it," answered Billy, with as 
nearly a grown-up manner as he could assume. 
"But we haven't much money." 

"Ha! Ha! That's what they all say!" ex- 
claimed the old man. "But everybody has 
more money that what I has. I'm very poor. 
I don't hardly \ make a living I sell things so 
cheap. What you want to buy, little chil- 
drens?" 

"Have you got any whistles or fire en- 
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gines?" burst out Freddie, unable to wait any- 
longer. 

** Whistles? Lots of 'em!" exclaimed the 
man. "Here is a finest whistle what ever was.j 
Listen to it !'* 

He took one from the show case and blew 
into it. Not a sound came out 

*'Ach! I guess that one is damaged," he 
6aid. "But I got other ones. Here! Listen 
to this!" 

The next one blew loud and shrilL 

"I want that!" cried Freddie. 

*'Ten cents!" said the man, holding it out 
to the little boy. 

^What?" cried Billy. "Why, I can buy 
those whistles for five cents anywhere in 
[Washington! Ten cents? I guess not!" 

"Oh, well, take it for seven cents then," 
said the man. "What I care if I die poor. 
[Take it for seven cents !" 

"No, sir!" exclaimed Billy firmly. "Five 
cents is all they cost, and this is an old one." 

"Oh, well. Take is for five then. What I 
care if you cheats a poor old man? Such a 
boy as you are ! Take it for five cents 1" and 
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he handed the whistle to Freddie. But tieforfl 
he could take it Nan said, gently ; 

"I think it would be better for him to have 
a fresh one from the box. That is all dusty.** 

The truth was she did not want Freddie to 
take a whistle the old man had blown into. 

"Oh, well, I gives you a fresh one," he said, 
and he took a new and shining one from the 
box, Freddie blew it, making a shrill sound. 

"What else you want to buy, little chil- 
drens?" asked the old man. "I sell every- 
things cheap— -everjrthings !" 

"Ask how much the dishes are," whispered 
Nan to Billy. But he shook his head, and 
looked around the shop. He looked every- 
where but at the window where the dishes 



were. 
it 



Any sailboats ?" asked Billy, as if that was 
all he had come in to inquire about. 

"Sailboats?" cried the man. "Sailboats?" 

"Yes, toy sailboats." 

"No, I haven't got any of them, but I got 
a nice football. Here I show you!" 

"I don't want a football. You can't play 
football when the snow is on the ground !" ex- 
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claimed Bert, as the man started toward some 
shelves on the other side of the room. 

'*I want a doll," whispered Flossie. "J^^t 
a little doll." 

"A doll !" exclaimed the man. "Sure I gots 
a fine lot of dolls. See !" 

Quickly he held out a large one with very 
blue eyes and hair just like Flossie's. 

"Only a dollar seventy-five," he said. "Very 
cheap !" 

"Oh, that's too much !" exclaimed Nan. "We 
haven't that much money. She wants only a 
little ten-cent doll." 

"Oh, well, I have them kinds too !" said the 
man, in disappointed tones. "Here you are!" 

He held out one that did not appear to be 
yery nice. 

"You can get those for five cents in the 
other stores," whispered Nell. 



I'll ask about the dishes.'* 

"Yes, we'll take it," agreed Nan. 
So Flossie was given her doll, and, even 
though it might have been only five cents some- 
where else, she liked it just as well. 
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"Better take it," said her brother. "Then I 
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'*What else you wants to buy, childrens?^' 
asked the old man. "I got lots more things so 
cheap — oh, so very cheap!" 

Billy and Bert strolled over to the window. 
They looked down in. Nan crowded to their 
side. She felt sure, now, that the two pieces 
of china were the very ones Miss Pompret 
wanted. If they could only get that sugar 
.bowl and pitcher ! 

"I wish you had a sailboat!" murmured 
Billy, as if that was all he cared about. Then, 
turning to Nan he asked: "Would you like 
that sugar bowl and pitcher?" 

"Oh, yes, I think I would!" she exclaimed, 
trying not to make her voice seem too eager. 

"You might have a play party with them," 
Billy went on. If Miss Pompret could have 
heard him then I feel sure she would have 
fainted, or had what Dinah would call "a cat 
in a fit." • 

"You want those dishes?" asked the old 
man, as he reached over and lifted the sugar 
bowl and pitcher from his window. "Ach! 
them is a great bargain. I let you have them 
cheap. And see, not a chip or a crack on *em. 
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.Good china, too! Very valuable, but they is 
all I have left I sells 'em cheap/* 

Bert took the sugar bowl and looked closely 
at it, while Nan took the pitcher. The chil- 
dren felt sure these were the same pieces that 
jvould fill out Miss Pompret's set. 

"Look at the mark on the bottom,** whispered 
Nan to Bert, as the storekeeper hurried to the 
other side of flie room to rescue a pile of chairs 
>vhich Freddie seemed bent on pulling down. 
'Is the blue lion there?'* 

'*Yes," answered Bert, ''it is.*^ 

•'And the letters 7. W.' ?'* 

"Yes,** Bert replied. "But, somehow, it 
Hoesn't look like the one on Miss Pompret's 
plates.** 

"Oh, I'm sure it*s the same one!" insisted 
Nan. "We've found the missing pieces, Bert, 
and we*Il get " 

"Hush!" cautioned Billy, for the old man 
was coming back. 

"You want to buy them ?" he asked. "I sell 
cheap. It's a great bargain." 

'Where did they come from?'* asked Bert. 

'Come from ? How shoulds I know ? May- 
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be I get 'em at a fire sale, or niayl>e all the 
other dishes in that set get broken, and these 
all what are left. Somebody bring 'em in, and 
I buys 'em, or my wife she buys 'em. How 
can I tells so long ago?" 

"Oh, well, maybe we might take 'em for the 
girls to have a play party with their own set 
of dishes," went on Billy. **But I wish you 
had a toy ship. How much for these dishes — 
this sugar bowl and pitcher?" 

"How much ? Oh, I let you have these very 
cheap. They is worth five dollars — ^very rare 
china — ^very thin but hard to break. These is 
a good bargain — a great bargain. You shall 
have them for — ^two dollars !" 
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CHAPTER XXI 

JUST SUPPOSE 

Nan Bobbsey gave gasp, just as if she had 
fallen into a bath tub full of cold water. Bert 
quickly glanced at his friend Billy. Nell had 
hurried over to the other side of the room to 
stop Flossie from pulling a pile of dusty mag- 
azines from a shelf down on top of herself. 
Billy seemed to be the only one who was not 
excited. 

"Two dollars?" he repeated. "That's a lot 
of money." 

"What ? A lot of money for rich childrens ? 
Ha! Ha! That's only a little moneys!" 
laughed the man, rubbing his hands. 

^We aren't rich," said Bert. "And I don't 
believe we have two dollars." He was pretty 
sure he and Nan had not that much, at any 
rate. 

"How much you got?" asked the man 
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eagerly. "Maybe I let you have these dishes 
cheaper, but theys worth more as two dollars. 
How much you all got?" 

"How much have you?'' asked Billy of Bert 
pert pulled some change from his pocket The 
two boys counted it 

"Eighty-seven cents," announced Bert, when 
they had coimted it twice. 

"Oh, that isn't half enough!" cried the oki 
man. 

"I have some money," announced Nan, 
bringing out her little purse. 

"How much?" asked the man. That seemed 
f o be all he could think about. 

Nan and Nell counted the change. It 
amounted to thirty-two cents. 

"How much is thirty-two and eighty-seven?" 
asked NelL 

Bert and Billy figured it on a piece of paper. 

"A dollar and twenty-nine cents," announced 
Bert 

"No, if s only a dollar and nineteen," de^ 
dared Billy, who was a little better at figures 
than was his chum. 

"How much?" asked the old man, for the 
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children had done their counting on the other 
side of the room, and in whispers. 

*'A dollar and nineteen cents 1'* announced 
Billy. 

"Oh, I couldn't let you have these dishes, 
for that," said the old man, and he seemed 
about to take them from the cotmter where 
they had been put, to place them back in the 
window. 

*'Wait a minute," said Billy. "These dishes 
are worth only a dollar, but I have fifteen cents 
I can lend you, Bert. That will make a dollar 
and thirty-four cents. That's all we have and 
if you don't want to sell the dishes for that, we 
can go and get 'em somewhere else." 

Nan was about to gasp out: "Oh!" but a 
look from Billy stopped her. She saw what he 
was trying to do. 

"A dollar thirty-four — ^that's all the moneys 
you got?" asked the old man. 

"Every cent we're going to give!" declared 
Billy firmly. "If you'll sell the play dishes 
for that all right. If you won't " 

He seemed about to leave. 
I "Oh, well, what T cares if I die in the poor- 
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house?" asked the old man. "Here! Take 
'em. But I am losing money. Those is valu- 
able dishes. If I had more I could sell 'em 
for ten dollars maybe. But as they is all I 
got take 'em for a dollar and thirty-four. You 
couldn't make, it a dollar thirty-five, could 
you?" 

"No," said Bert decidedly, "we couldn't !" 

"Oh, dear!" sighed the old man. "Take 
'em, then." 

"They're awfully dusty," complained Nell, 
as she looked at the sugar bowl and pitcher. 

"That's 'cause they're so old and valuable, 
my dear," snarled the old man. "But my wife 
she dust them off for you, and I wrap them 
up, though I ought to charge you a penny for 
a sheet of paper. But what I care if I dies 
in the poorhouse." 

"Are you goin' there soon?" asked Flossie. 
"We've got a poorhouse at Lakeport, and it's 
awful nice." 

"Oh, well, little one, maybe I don't go there 
just yet," said the man who spoke wrong words 
sometimes. *'Here, Mina!" he called, and a 
woman, almost as old as he, came from the 
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back room. ''Wipe off the dust I have sold 
the old dishes — the valuable old dishes." 

« 

"Ah, such a bargain as they got T' munnured 
the old womatL 'Them is valuable china. 
Such a bargains r' 

"Where did you get them?'' asked Nan, as 
the dishes were being wrapped and the old 
man was counting over the nickles, dimes and 
pennies of the children's money. 

"Where I get them? Of how should I 
know? Maybe they come in by somebody 
what sell them for money. Maybe we buy 
them in some old house like Washington's. Iljf 
IS long ago. We have had them in the shop 
a long time, but the older they are the better 
they get. They is all the better for being old 
— z better bargain, my dear!" and the old 
woman smiled, showing a mouth from which 
many teeth were missing. 

"Well, come on," said Billy, when the dishes 
had been wrapped and given to Bert, who car- 
ried them carefully. "But I wish you had some 
sailboats," he said to the old man, as if that 
v^s all they had come in to buy. 

"I have some next week," answered the old 
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man. *'Comes around then and have a big 
bargains in a sailsboats." 

"Maybe I will," agreed Billy. 

Out of the shop walked the Bobbsey twins 
and their chums, the Martin children of Wash- 
ington. And the hearts of Bert and Nan, at 
least, were beating quickly with excitement 
and hope. As for Flossie, she was holding 
her doll, and Freddie was blowing his whistle. 

"Fm a regular fire engine now," declared 
Freddie. "Don't you hear how the engine is 
blowing the whistle ?" 

"You'll have everybody looking at you, 
Freddie Bobbsey!" exclaimed Flossie. "Nan, 
do make him stop his noise." 

"Oh, let him blow his whistle if he wants 
to," said Bert. "It isn't hurting anybody." 

"I know what I'm going to do when I get 
home," said Flossie. "I'm going to put a 
brand new dress on this doll, and give her a 
new hat, too." 

"That will be nice," said Nan. 

At that moment they had to cross at a street 
comer which was much crowded. There was 
a policeman there to regulate the coming and 
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going of the people and carriages and automo- 
biles, and when he blew his whistle the traffic 
would go up and down one street, and then 
when he blew his whistle ag?iin it would go up 
and down the other. 

The policeman had just blown on his whistle, 
and the traffic was going past the Bobbsey 
twins when Freddie gave a sudden loud blow. 
Immediately some of the carriages and auto- 
mobiles going in one direction stopped short 
and the others commenced to go the other way. 

"For gracious sake, Freddie! see what you 
have done," gasped Bert. 

The traffic policeman who stood in the mid-, 
die of the two streets looked very much sur- 
prised. Then he saw it was Freddie who had 
blown the whistle, and he shook his finger at 
the little boy in warning. 

"He wants you to stop," said Nan, and made 
Freddie put the whistle in his pocket for the 
time being. 

Then the Bobbseys and their friends hurried 
on their way. 

"I'll give you the fifteen cents as soon as 
we get back to the hotel, Billy," said Bert. 
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"Oh, that's all right/' his chum answered. 
*Tm in no hurry. Do you think we paid too 
much for the dishes ?" 

"Oh, no !" exclaimed Nan. "I'd have given, 
the two dollars if I'd had it. Why, Miss Pom- 
pret will give us a hundred dollars for these 
two pieces." 

"That's fifty dollars apiece!" exclaimed 
Nell. "It doesn't seem that they could be 
worth that." 

"Oh, but she wants them to make up her 
set," said Bert. "Just these two pieces are 
missing. I wonder how they came to be in 
that second-hand store?" 

"Maybe the tramp who took them years ago 
brought them here and sold them," suggested 
Nan. "But I don't suppose we'll ever really 
find out." 

Eager and excited, the Bobbsey twins and 
their friends walked back toward the hotel. 

"Won't mother and father be surprised 
when they find we have the Pompret china?" 
asked Nan of her brother. 

"Yes," he answered, "I guess they will. 
But, oh. Nan ! Just suppose I" 
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"Suppose what ?" she asked, for Bert seemed 
worried over something. 

''Suppose these aren't the right dishes, af- 
ter all? S'posin' these aren't the ones Miss 
Pompret wants?" 






CHAPTER XXII 



HAPPY DAYS 



Nan Bobbsey was so surprised by what 
Bert said that she stood still in the street and 
looked at her brother. Then she looked at the 
precious package he was carrying. 

"Bert Bobbsey !" she exclaimed, "these must 
be the same as Miss Pompret's! Why they 
have the blue lion on, and the circle of gold, 
and the letters *J- W.' and — ^and everything!" 

"Yes, I saw that, too," agreed Bert. "But 
still they might not be the same dishes." 

"Oh, dear !" sighed Nan. "And we paid all 
that money, too !" 

"Oh, I guess they must be the same," put 
in Nell. "Anyhow, you can take 'em to the 
hotel and ask your mother." 

"Yes, mother might know," agreed Nan. 

"AmJ if she says those dishes aren't the 

ones you want, why we can take 'em back and 
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the man will give us our money," said Billy. 

'Oh, he'd never do that!" declared Bert. 

Well, we can ask him," went on the Wash- 
ington lad. 

"Maybe the dishes are Miss Pompret's, after 
all," said Bert. "I was just s'posin'. And if 
they aren't, why we can give 'em to Dinah for 
souvenirs. I was going to get her something 
anyhow." 

"But they cost a lot of money," objected 
Nan. 

"Well, Dinah is awful good to us," said 
Bert. "And she'd like these dishes if they 
aren't Miss Pompret's." 

"But I do hope they are," sighed Nan. 
"Think of a whole hundred dollars !" 

"It would scare me to get all that money," 
said Nell. "Oh, I do hope they are the right 
sugar bowl and pitcher !" 

Back to the hotel hurried the Bobbsey twins. 
Flossie and Freddie, happy with their toys — 
the doll and the whistle — did not care much 
one way or the other about the dishes and the 
reward. But Bert and Nan were very much 
excited. 
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"Well, you've been gone rather a long time 
buying souvenirs," said Mrs. Bobbsey, when 
the twins and the Martin children came in. 

"And oh, Mother, weVe had the most won- 
derful time!" burst out Nan. "We've found 
Miss Pompret's missing china dishes — ^the two 
she has wanted so long — ^the ones the tramp 
took and she's going to give a reward of a 
hundred dollars for, you know — ^and — 
and '' 

"Yes, and I know you're excited!" ex- 
claimed Mrs. Bobbsey. "Now cool down and 
tell me all about it." 

"And here are the dishes," added Bert, as 
he set the precious bundle down on the table. 
"Look at 'em. Mother, and see if they are the 
ones like Miss Pompret's set. You saw her 
dishes, didn't you?" 

"Yes, but I am not sure I would know them 
again." 

"I owe Billy fifteen cents," went on Bert, 
as he unwrapped the dishes. "We didn't have 
money enough. The man wanted two dollars, 
but Billy got him down to a dollar and thirty- 
four cents." 
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^illy is quite a little faaisainer/' said Mrs. 
Bobbscjr, with a smile. ^ And now to look at 
the dishes.'' 

She carefully nramined the sugar bowl and 
cream pitcher. There was no doubt about the 
blue lion in the circle of gold being stamped 
on the bottom of each piece. There were also 
the initials "J- ^V." which might stand for 
Jonathan Waredon, the man w^ho made such 
rare china. 

*'\Vcll, I should say that these pieces were 
just like those in Miss Pompret's set," said 
Mrs. Bobbsey, after a pause. "But whether 
they are exactly the same or not, I can't telL 
She would have to look at them herself.*' 

"I wish we could hurry home and show 
them to her," sighed Nan. 

"So do I," said Bert "I want to get that 
hundred dollars." 

"Well, we'll be going back to Lakeport in 
a few da)rs now," said his mother. "Our stay 
in Washington is nearly over." 

"Oh, dear!" sighed Nell. "I wish you could 
stay longer." 

"So do I," added her brother Billy. 
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Bert gave Billy back the borrowed fifteen 
cents, and when Mr. Bobbsey, having been 
out on lumber business, came home, he, too, 
said he thought the pieces belonged to Miss 
Pompret's set of rare china. 

"But there is only one sure way to tell," the 
twins' father said. "Miss Pompret must see 
them herself." 

The few remaining days the Bobbsey twins 
spent in Washington were filled with good 
times. They were nicely entertained by the 
Martins, and went on many excursions fo 
places of interest. But, all the while, Bert and 
Nan, at least, were thinking of the sugar bowl 
and pitcher, and the hundred dollars reward 
Miss Pompret had promised. 

"I do hope we don't have to give the dishes 
to Dinah for souvenirs," said Nan to Bert. 

"I hope so, too," he agreed. "Anyhow, I 
bought Dinah a red handkerchief with a yellow 
border and a green center. She likes bright 
colors." 

"I bought her something, too, and for Sam 
I got something he can hang on his watch 
chain," said Nan. "So if we have to give 
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"And I saw a real fire and I pulled the fire 
bell on the boat an' — ^an' — an' — everything!" 

"Bress yo' heart, honey lamb! I guess yo' 
did!" laughed Dinah. 

"And I got a little doll and my hat ble\v 
off the steeple !" cried Flossie. 

"Lan' sakes ! Do tell !" cried Dinah. 

"And we found Miss Pompret's dishes!" 
broke in Nan. 

"And we're going to get the hundred dol- 
lars reward," added Bert. " 'Cept, of course, 
if they aren't the right ones you can have 'em 
for souvenirs, Dinah." 

"Bress yo' heart, honey lamb! Dinah's got 
all she wants when yo' all come back. Now I 
go an' git somethin' to eat !" 

The children — at least Nan and Bert — ^were 
so eager to have Miss Pompret see the two 
dishes that they hardly ate any of the good 
things Dinah provided. They wanted to go 
at once and call on the dear, old-fashioned 
lady, but their father and mother made them 
wait. 

At last, however, when they had all rested 
a bit, Mr. Bobbsey took Nan and Bert with 
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him and went to call on Miss Pompret. The 
dishes, carefully washed by Mrs. Bobbsey, 
were carried along, wrapped in soft paper. 

*'Oh, I am glad to see my little friends 
again," said Miss Pompret, as she greeted Nan 
and Bert. "Did you have a nice time in Wash- 
ington ?" 

"Yes'm,'* answered Bert. "And we brought 
you '* 

"We found your missing sugar bowl and 
pitcher!" broke in Nan. "Anyhow, we hope 
they're yours, and we paid the old man a dol- 
lar and thirty-four cents and ^" 

"You — ^you found my sugar bowl and 
pitcher!" exclaimed Miss Pompret, and Mr. 
Bobbsey said, afterward, that she turned a lit- 
tle pale. "Really do you mean it — ^after all 
these years ?" 

"Well, they look like your dishes," said Mr. 
Bobbsey. "The children saw them in a sec- 
ond-hand store window, and went in and 
bought them. I hope, for your sake, they are 
the right pieces." 

"I can soon tell," said the old lady. "There 
is not another set like the ancient Pompret 
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china in this country. Oh, I am so anxious !" 
, Her thin, white hands, themselves almost 
like china, trembled as she unwrapped the 
pieces. And then, as she saw them, she gave 
a cry of joy and exclaimed: 

"Yes ! They are the very same ! Those are 
the two pieces missing from my set ! Nbw it 
is complete! Oh, how thankful I am that I 
have the Pompret china set together again! 
Oh, thank you, children, thank you!" and she 
threw her arms about Nan and kissed her, 
while she shook hands with Bert, much to that 
young boy's relief. He hated being kissed. 

"Are you sure these are the two pieces from 
your set ?" asked Mr. Bobbsey. 

"Positive,*' answered Miss Pompret. "See! 
Here is the blue lion in the circle of gold, and 
initials 'J. W.' There can be no mistake. And 
now how did you find them ?" 

Bert and Nan told, and related how Billy 
had bargained for the two pieces. They all 
wondered how the second-hand man had come 
by them, but they never found out. 

Miss Pompret carefully placed the sugar 
bowl and pitcher in the glass-doored closet 
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with her other pieces. She looked at them for 
several seconds. They matched perfectly. 

"Now, once more, after many years, my 
precious set of china is together again," she 
murmured. 

She went over to a desk and began to write. 
A little later she handed a slip of blue paper 
to Mr. Bobbsey. 

What is this?" he asked. 
'A check for one hundred dollars," an- 
swered Miss Pompret. "It is the reward I 
promised for the finding of my china. I have 
made the check out to you, Mr. Bobbsey. You 
can get the money and give half to Nan and 
half to Bert." 

Mr. Bobbsey slowly shook his head. Then 
he handed the blue check back to Miss Pom- 
pret. 

"Their mother and I couldn't think of let- 
ting the children take the hundred dollars just 
for having discovered your dishes, Miss Pom- 
pret," he said. "I thank you very much, but 
Nan and Bert would not want it, themselves," 
he went on. "They really did not earn the 
money. It was just good luck; and so, I'm 
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sure, they would rather the money would go 
to the Red Cross. Wouldn't you?" he asked 
Nan and Bert. 

For a moment only did they hesitate. Then 
with a sigh, which she tried hard to keep back, 
Nan said: 

"Oh, yes. It wouldn't be right to take a 
hundred dollars just for two dishes." 

"No," agreed Bert, "it wouldn't. Please 
give the money to the Red Cross." 

Miss Pompret looked from the children to 
their father, then to the china in the closet and 
next at the check in her white, thin hand. 

"Very well," said the old lady. "Since you 
wish it, I'll give the hundred dollars to the 
Red Cross; and very glad I am to do it, Mr. 
Bobbsey. I would gladly have paid even more 
to^get back my sugar bowl and pitcher." 

"It would hardly be right for the children 
to have so much money," he said. "The Red 
Cross needs it for poor and starving children 
in other lands." 

"Very well," answered Miss Pompret. "But 
at least let me give them back the dollar and 
thirty-four cents they spent to get the dishes. 
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That was their own spending money, I pre- 



sume." 
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'Yes," said Mr. Bobbsey, "it was. And I 
don't mind if you give that back." 

So Nan and Bert di3 not really lose any- 
thing, and soon the disappointed feeling about 
not getting the reward -wore off. They were 
glad it was to go to the Red Cross. 

And the next morning, when they awakened 
to find the ground a foot deep in snow, their 
joy knew no bounds. They forgot all about 
rewards, china dishes, and even Washington. 

"Now for some coasting!" cried Bert. 

"And snow men!" added Freddie. 

"And Tm going to make a snow house for 
my Washington doll!" cried Flossie. 

"Oh, I love snow!" ejaculated Nan. "It's 
lovely to have it come so near Christmas 1" 

"That's so!" exclaimed Bert. "It soon will 
be Christmas 1 Now let's go out and have some 
fun in the snow !" 

And they did, rolling and tumbling about, 
making snow men and houses, and coasting 
on their sleds. 

Miss Pompret wrote Mr. Bobbsey a letter, 
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Stating that she had sent a check for one hun- 
dred dollars to the Red Cross in the names of 
Bert and Nan Bobbsey. 

'That was certainly very nice of her," said 
Mrs. Bobbsey, when her husband read this 
letter to her. 

"\^^ell, Miss Pompret is a very nice lady," 
answered Mr. Bobbsey. "I am very glad that 
the children got those missing dishes back for 
her." 

"So am I. She has been greatly worried 
for years over them." 

Slowly the snow flakes drifted down, an- 
other storm following the first. It was the 
night before Christmas. 

"I wonder what we'll get?" murmured Nan 
as she and Bert went up to their rooms. 

"1 hope I get a pair of shoe-hockeys," he 
said. 

"And I want a fur coat," said Nan. 

And when Christmas morning dawned, with 
the sun shining on the new, sparkling snow, 
it also shone on the piles of presents for the 
Bobbsey twins. 

There were a number for each one, and, in 
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a separate place on the table were two large 
packages. One was marked for Nan and the 
other for Bert, and each bore the words : "From 
Miss Alicia Pompret, to the little friends who 
restored my missing china." 

"Oh, mine's a fur coat!" cried Nan, as she 
opened her package. "A fur coat and story 
books!" 

"And mine's shoe-hockeys — ^the best ever!" 
shouted Bert. "And an air rifle and books 
too!" 

And so their dreams came true, and it was 
the happiest Christmas they ever remembered. 
And Miss Pompret was happy too. 



THE END. 



THE GIRLS OF CENTRAL 

HIGH SERIES 

ay GERTRUDE W. MORRISON 
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12III0. BOUNO IN ClOTH. UlUSTMTED. IMIFORII STYLE OF BINDIin. 

Here is a series full of the spirit of high school life of to- 
day. The girls are real flesh-and-blood characters, and we fol- 
low them with interest in school and out There are many 
contested matches on track and field, and on the water, as well 
as doings in the classroom and on the school stage. There is 
plenty of ftm and excitement, all clean, pure and wholesome. 

THE GIRLS OF CENTRAL HIGH 
Or Rivals for all Honors. 

A stirring tale of high school life, full of fun, with a toucli 
of mystery and a strange initiation. 

THE GIRLS OF CENTRAL HIGH ON LAKE LUNA 

Or The Crew That Won. 

Telling of water sports and fun galore^ and of fine times In camp. 

THE GIRLS OF CENTRAL HIGH AT BASKETBALL 

Or The Great Gsminasium Mystery. 

Here we have a number of thrilling contests at basketball and In 
addition, the solving of a mystery which had bothered the high 
achool authorities for a long while. 

THE GIRLS OF CENTRAL HIGH ON THE STAGE 

Or The Play That Took the Prize. 

How the girls went in for theatricals and how one of them wrote 
a play which afterward was made over for the professional stage 
and brought in some much-needed money. 

THE GIRLS OF CENTRAL HIGH ON TRACK AND 
FIELD 

Or The Girl Champions of the School League 

This story takes in high school athletics in their most appsored 
and up-to-date fashion. Full of fun and excitement. 

THE GIRLS OF CENTRAL HIGH IN CAMP 
Or The Old Professor's Secret 1 

The^ girls went ca»piag on Aoem Islamd and had a deUgbtfal 
time at beating, swintming aad picnio parties. 
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THE OUTDOOR GIRLS SERIES 

By LAURA LEE HOPE 

Author of the *TBobbsey Twin Books" and "Bunny Brown** 

Series. 
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. 12— . BeUND IN CLOTH, IIUISTRATED, UNfr-QRII STYLE OF BiltDiliCL 

These tales take in the various adventures participated in 
by several bright, up-to-date girls who lov« outdoor life. 
They are clean and wholesome, free from sensationalism, 
absorbing from the first chapter to the last 

THE OUTDOOR GIRLS OF DEEPDALE 
Or Camping and Tramping for Fun and Health. 

Telling how the girls organized their Camping and Trampinff Club^ 
bow they went on a tour, and of yarious adventures which befell them. 

THE OUTDOOR GIRLS AT RAINBOW LAKE 
Or Stirring Cruise of the Motor Boat Gem. 

One of the girls becomes the proud possessor of ^ raotof boat and 
invites her club members to take a trip down the river to Rain- 
bow Lake, a beautiful sheet of water lying between the mountains. 

THE OUTDOOR GIRLS IN A MOTOR CAR 
Or The Haunted Mansion of Shadow Valley. 

One of the girls has learned to run a btg motor car, and she invites 
the club to go on a tour to visit some distant relatives. On the way 
they stop at a deserted mansion and make a surprising discovery. 

THE OUTDOOR GIRLS IN A WINTER CAMP 
Or Glorious Days on Skates and Ice Boats. 

In this storv, the scene is shifted to a winter season. The fprls 
have some jolly times skating and ice boating, and visit a huntersT 
camp in the big woods. 

THE OUTDOOR GIRLS IN FLORIDA. 
Or Wintering in the Sunny South. 

The parents of one of the girls have bought an orange grove ia 
x^lorida, and her companions are invited to visit the place. They take 
a trip into the interior, where several unusual things happen. 

THE OUTDOOR GIRLS AT OCEAN VIEW 

Or The Box that Was Found in the Sand. 

The girls have great fun and solve a mystery while on an otiting 
along the New England coast. 

THE OUTDOOR GIRLS ON PINE ISLAND 
Or A Cave and What it Contained. 

A bright, healthful story, full of good times at a bungalow camp 
on Pine Island. 
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THE MOVING PICTURE GIRLS 

SERIES 

By LAURA LEE HOPE 

Author of "The Bobbsey Twins Series." 
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12EB0. BOUND IN CLOTH. ILLUSTRATED. UNIFORM STYLE OF BINDING 
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The adventures of Ruth and Alice DeVere. Their father, 
a widower, is an actor who has taken up work for the 
"movies." Both girls wish to aid him in his work and visit 
various localities to act in all sorts of pictures. 

THE MOVING PICTURE GIRLS 

Or First Appearance in Photo Dramas. 

Having lost his voice, the father of the girls goes into the movies 
and the girls follow. Tells how many "parlor dramas" are filmed. 

THE MOVING PICTURE GIRLS AT OAK FARM 
Or Queer Happenings While Taking Rural Plays. 

Full of fun in the country, the haps and mishaps ^ of taking film 
plays, and giving an account of two unusual discoveries. 

THE MOVING PICTURE GIRLS SNOWBOUND 
Or The Proof on the Film. 

A tale of winter adventures in the wilderness, showing how the 
photo-play actors sometimes suffer. 

THE MOVING PICTURE GIRLS UNDER THE PALMS 
Or Lost in the Wilds of Florida. 

How they went to the land of palms, played many parts in dramas 
before the camera; were lost, and aided others who were altio lost. 

THE MOVING PICTURE GIRLS AT ROCKY RANCH 
Or Great Days Among the Cowboys. 

All who have ever seen moving pictures of the ^eat West will 
want to know just how they are made. This volume gives every detail 
and is full of clean fun and excitement. 

THE MOVING PICTURE GIRLS AT SEA 
Or a Pictured Shipwreck that Became Real. 

A thrilling account of the girls* experiences on the water. 

THE MOVING PICTURE GIRLS IN WAR PLAYS 

Or The Sham Battles at Oak Farm. 

The girls play important parts in big battle scenes and have plenty 
of hard work along with considerable fun. 
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THE BOBBSEY TWINS BOOKS 

For Little Men and Women 

By LAURA LEE HOPE 
Author of The Bunny Brown* Series, Etc 
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Copyright publications which cannot be obtained elsewhere. 
Books that charm the hearts of the Httle ones, and of whidl 
they never tire. Many of the adventures are comical in the 
extreme, and all the accidents that ordinarily happen to youth* 
ful personages happened to these many-sided little mortals. 
Their haps and mishaps make deddedly entertaining readiae. 

THE BOBBSEY TWINS 

THE BOBBSEY TWINS IN THE COUNTRY 

THE BOBBSEY TWINS AT THE SEASHORE 

THE BOBBSEY TWINS AT SCHOOL 

Telling bow thej go home from the seashore; went to school aad 
were promoted, and of their many trials and tribulations, 

THE BOBBSEY TWINS AT SNOW LODGE 

Telling of the winter holidays, and of the manjr fine times sad 
adventures the twins had at a winter lodge in the big woods* 

THE BOBBSEY TWINS ON A HOUSEBOAT 

Mr. Bobbsey obtains a houseboat, and the whole family go off oa 
a tour. 

THE BOBBSEY TWINS AT MEADOW BROOK 

The young folks visit the farm again and have plenty of good 
Jmes and several adventures, 

THE BOBBSEY TWINS AT HOME 

The twins get into all sorts of trouble — and out again — also bring 
sid to a poor family. 
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THE BUNNY BROWN SERIES 

By LAURA LEE HOPE 

Author of the Popular "Bobbsey Twins" Books 

I Wrapper and text illustrations drawn by 

FLORENCE ENGLAND NOSWORTKY 

\2m. BOUND M CLOTH. ILLUSTRATED. UMIFOIUI STYLE OF BlNDiNB. 



This new series by the author of the "Bobbsey Twins'* 
Books will be eagerly welcomed by the little folks from about 
fivw to ten years of ap:e. Their eyes will fairly dance with de- 
light at the lively domgs of inquisitive little Bvurny Brown and 
his cunning, trustful sister Sue. 

BUNNY BROWN AND HIS SISTER SUE 

Bunny was a livelj little boy, very inquisitive. Whenne did any- 
thing, Sue followed his leadership. Tney had manj adventures, some 
comical in the extreme. 

BUNNY BROWN AND HIS SISTER SUE ON GRAND- 
PA'S FARM 

How the younesters jowneyed to the farm in an auto, and what 
good times f oDowed, is realistically told. 

BUNNY BROWN AND HIS SISTER SUE PLAYING 
CIRCUS / 

First tne children gave a little affair, bat when they obtained an 
old army tent the show was truly grand. 

BUNNY BROWN AND HIS SISTER SUE AT CAMP 
REST-A-WHILE 

The family go into camp on the edge of a beautiful lake, and Bun 
ny and his sister have more good times and some adventures. 

BUNNY BROWN AND HIS SISTER SUE AT AUNT 
LU'S CITY HOME 

The dty proved a wonderful place to the little folks. They took in 
aU the lights and helped a colonic girl who had run away from home. 
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THE BOYS OF COLUMBIA HIGH 

SERIES 

By GRAHAM B. FORBES 

Never was there a cleaner, brighter, more manly boy 
llian Frank Allen, the hero of this series of boys' tales, and 
I never was there a better crowd of lads to associate with than 
the students of the School. All boys will read these stories 
with deep interest The rivalry between the towns along the 
river was of the keenest, and plots and counterplots to win 
the champions, at baseball, at football, at boat racing, at 
track athletics, and at ice hockey, were without number. 
Any lad reading one volume of this series will surely want 
the others. 

THE BOYS OF COLUMBIA HIGH 
Or The All Around Rivals of the School 

THE BOYS OF COLUMBIA HIGH ON THE DIAMOND 
Or Winning Out by Pluck 

THE BOYS OF COLUMBIA HIGH ON THE RIVER 
Or The Boat Race Plot that Failed 

THE BOYS OF COLUMBIA HIGH ON THE GRIDIRON 
Or The Struggle for the Silver Cup 

THE BOYS OF COLUMBIA HIGH ON THE ICE 
Or Out for the Hockey Championship 

.THE BOYS OF COLUMBIA HIGH IN TRACK ATH- 

LETICS 
Or A Long Run that Won 

THE BOYS OF COLUMBIA HIGH IN WINTER SPORTS 
.Or Stirring Doings on Skates and Iceboats 

12iiio. Illustrated. Handsomely beund in clotliy with cover 
design and wrappers in colors. 
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